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This is the ship of pearl, which, poets feign, 

Sails the unshadowed main, — 

The venturous bark that flings 
On the sweet summer wind its purpled wings 
In gulfs enchanted, where the siren sings, 

And coral reefs lie bare. 
Where the cold sea-maids rise to sun their streaming hair. 

Its webs of living gauze no more unfurl : 

Wrecked is the ship of pearl ! 

And every chambered cell. 
Where its dim dreaming life was wont to dwell. 
As the frail tenant shaped his growing shell. 

Before thee lies revealed, — 
Its irised ceiling rent, its sunless crypt unsealed I 

Year after year beheld the silent toil 

That spread his lustrous coil ; 

Still, as the spiral grew. 
He left the past year's dwelling for the new, 
Stole with soft step its shining archway through. 

Built up its idle door. 
Stretched in his last-found home, and knew the old no 

more. 

Thanks for the heavenly message brought by thee, 

Child of the wandering sea, 

Cast from her lap forlorn ! 
From thy dead lips a clearer note is bom 
Than ever Triton blew from wreathed horn ! 

While on mine ear it rings. 
Through the deep caves of thought I hear a voice that 
sings ; — 

Build thee more sjtately mansions, O my soul, 

As the swift seasons roll I 

Leave thy low-vaulted past 1 
Let each new temple, nobler than the last, 
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more vast. 

Till thou at length art free. 
Leaving thine outgrown shell by life's unresting sea ! 

The Chambered Nautilus. 
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JANUARY 1-3 

1. Maria Edgeworth, 1767. 
Lord of all being ! throned afar, 
Thy glory flames from sun and star ; 
Centre and soul of every sphere, 
Yet to each loving heart how near ! 

A Sun-Dat Htmn. 

2. Philip Freneau, 1752. 
The wonderful exhibition of the Seasons is about 
to commence ; four shows under one cover ; the 
best ventilated place of entertainment in this or 
any other system ; the stage lighted by solar, lunar, 
and astral lamps. Performance in twelve parts. 
Overture by the feathered choir ; after which the 
white drop curtain will rise, showing the remark- 
able succession of natural scenery designed and ex- 
ecuted solely for this planet, — real forests, mead- 
ows, water, earth, skies, etc. At the conclusion of 
each series of performances the storm-chorus will 
be g^ven with the whole strength of the wind-instru- 
ment orchestra, and the splendid snow scene will 
be introduced, illuminated by grand flashes of the 
Aurora Borealis. Thk Sxasons. 

3. Douglas Jerrdd, 1803. 
The silent changes of the rolling years. 
Marked on the soil, or dialled on the spheres. 

POBTBT. 
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JANUARY 4-7 

4. Jakob Ludwig Grimm, 1785. 
Those who are really awake to the sights and 
sounds which the procession of the months offers 
them find endless entertainment and instruction. 
Yet there are great multitudes who are present at as 
many as threescore and ten performances, without 
ever really looking at the scenery, or listening to 
the music, or observing the chief actors. Some are 
too bosy with their books or their handicraft, -and 
many women, even, who ought to enjoy the sights, 
keep their eyes on their work or their knitting, so 
that they seem to see next to nothing of what is 
going on. Thb Seasons. 

5. Stephen Decatur, 1779. 
Every hunoian soul leaves its port with sealed or- 
ders. These may be opened earlier or later on its 
voyage, but until they are opened no one can tell 
what is to be his course or to what harbor he is 
bound. Ralph Waldo Ekebsoh. 

6. Epiphany. 
A holy life is Heaven's unquestioned text ; 
That shining guidance doubt can never mar, — 
The pillar's flame, the light of Bethlehem's star ! 

Medical Sooistt Dunns. 
7. Israel Putnam, 1718. 
Deal gently with us, ye who read I 

Our largest hope is unfulfilled, — 
The promise still outruns the deed, — 
The tower, but not the spire, we build. 

To MT Readers. 
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JANUARY 8-10 

8. Alma Tadema, 1836. 

This solemn pause, the breathing-space of man, 
The halt of toil's exhausted caravan, — 
Comes sweet with music to thy wearied ear ; 
Rise with its anthems to a holier sphere ! 

A RhYMBD LR880N. 

9. Napoleon lU. died, 1873. 
Reason may be the lever, but sentiment gives 
you the fulcrum and the place to stand on if you 
want to move the world. Even "sentimentality," 
which is sentiment overdone, is better than the af- 
fectation of superiority to human weakness. 

Thb Post at thb Bbkaktast-Tablb. 

In spite of all that Time is bringing, — 
Treasures of troth and miracles of art, 

Beauty and Love will keep the poet singing, 
And song still live, — the science of the heart. 

Thb CoMmaERA. 

10, Avbrey de Vere, 1814. 
It seems rather odd that winter does not fairly 
begin until %he sun has turned the comer, and is 
every day shining higher and higher, in fact bring- 
ing summer to us as fast as he can. But the astro- 
nomical date corresponds with the popular belief as 
well as the meteorological record. ''As the day 
lengthens, the cold strengthens." thb Skasokb. 
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JANUARY 11-14 
11. Alexander Hamilton, 1757. 
Every word we speak is the medal of a dead 
thought or feeling, struck in the die of some human 
experience, worn smooth hy innumerable contacts, 
and always transferred warm from one to another. 
By words we share the common consciousness of 
the race, which has shaped itself in these symbols. 

Elsie YsNinEB. 

12. John Wtnthrop, 1588. 
We have a right to be proud of our Pilgrim and 
Puritan fathers. . . . They were ready to do and to 
suffer anything for their faith, and a faith which 
breeds heroes is better than an unbelief which 
leaves nothing worth being a hero for. 

Thb Pulpit and thb Pew. 

13. S, P. Chase, 1808. 

There is one disadvantage which the man of phil- 
osophical habits of mind suffers, as compared with 
the man of action. While he is taking an enlarged 
and rational view of the matter before him, he lets 
his chance slip through his fingers. 

The Poet at the Bbeakvast-Tablb. 

14. M. F, Maury, 1806. 

Between the last dandelion and violet — they 
have been found in December — and the first spring 
blossom which lifts the snow in its calyx, there is a 
frozen interregnum in the vegetable world, save for 
the lif e-in-death of the solemn evergreens, the pines 
ppd fi^** nrd 'i*^T"ipoQ. fw — . 0-. — -. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



JANUARY 15-17 

15. Moliere, 1622. 

The way to argue down a vice is, not to tell lies 
about it, — to say that it has no attractions, when 
everybody knows that it has, — but rather to let it 
make out its case just as it certainly will in the mo- 
ment of temptation, and then meet it with the 
weapons furnished by the Divine armory. 

Thk Autockat or thb Bbbakfast-Tablb. 

16. Edmund Spenser died, 1599. 
Poets, like painters, their machinery claim. 
And verse bestows the varnish and the frame ; 
Our grating English, whose Teutonic jar 
Shakes the racked axle of Art's rattling car, 
Fits like mosaic in the lines that gird 
Fast in its place each many-angled word. . . . 
The sweet Spenserian, gathering as it flows. 
Sweeps gently onward to its dying close. 
Where waves on waves in long succession pour, 
Till the ninth billow melts along the shore. 

POBTBT. 

17. Benjamin Franklin, 1706. 
Fame usually comes to those who are thinking 
about something else, — very rarely to those who 
say to themselves, " Go to, now, let us be a cele- 
brated individual ! " 

Ths Autocrat or thk Bbbakf ast-Tabls. 
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JANUARY 18-21 

18. Daniel Webster, 1782. 
No gloom that stately shape can hide, 

No change uncrown its brow ; behold ! 
Dark, calm, large-fronted, lightning-eyed, 

Earth has no double from its mould ! 

BiBTHDAT OF DaNIBI. WKBSTER. 

19. James Watt, 1736. 

The gods of the old heathen are the servants of 
to-day. Neptune, Vulcan, .^lus, and the bearer 
of the thunder-bolt himself, have stepped down 
from their pedestals and put on our livery. 

Trs Post at the Brbakfast-Tabls. 

20. N. P. WiUis, 1807. 

The writer of many pleasant books, filled with 
lively descriptions of society, which he studied on 
the outside with a quick eye for form and color, 
and with a certain amount of sentiment, not very 
deep, but real, though somewhat frothed over by 
his worldly experiences. thb Nbw Portfolio. 

21. Adolphe Monod, 1802. 
Ah, little could Samoset offer our sire, — 
The cabin, the corn-cake, the seat by the fire ; 
He had nothing to give, — the poor lord of the 

land, — 
But he gfave him a Welcome, — his heart in his 

hand I Banquet to thb Qr^d Dukb AiiXXXS. 
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JANUARY 22-24 

22. Bacofif 1561; Byron, 1788. 
Genius comes in clusters, and shines larely as a 
single star. You may see this law showing itself 
in the brief periods of glory which make the names 
of Pericles and Augustus illustrious with reflected 
splendors ; in the painters, the sculptors, the schol- 
ars of " Leo's golden days " ; in the authors of the 
Elizabethan time ; in the poets of the first part of 
this century following that dreary period, suffering 
alike from the silence of Cowper and the song of 
Hayley. Thb Inkvitablx Tbial. 

2a William Page, 1811. 
I am not proud, I hold my every breath 
At Nature's mercy. I am as a babe 
Borne in a giant's arms he knows not where ; 
Each several heart-beat, counted like the coin 
A miser reckons, is a special gift 

As from an unseen hand. 

Wikd-Clouds akd Stab-Dsifts. 

24. Frederick the Great, 1712. 

Don't flatter yourselves that friendship authorizes 

you to say disagreeable things to your intimates. 

On the contrary, the nearer you come into relation 

with a person, the more necessary do tact and cour* 

tesy become. Except in cases of necessity, which 

are rare, leave your friend to learn unpleasant truths 

from his enemies ; they are ready enough to tell 

them. Good breeding never forgets that amour pro- 

pre is universal, the autoceat of thb Brkakfast-Tabli. 
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JANUARY 25-28 

25. Bobert Burns, 1759. 
While Shenstone strained in feeble flights 

With Corydon and Phillis, — 
While Wolfe was climbing Abraham's heights 

To snatch the Bourbon lilies, — 

Who heard the wailing infant's cry, 

The ba]t>e beneath the sheeling. 
Whose song to-night in every sky 

Will shake earth's starry ceiling. 

ThK BUBNS CkNTBNNIAL GELBBRATION'r 

26. Thomas Noon TcUfourd, 1795. 
As a general rule, it is safe to say that the besfc 
prophecies are those which the sages remember after 
the event prophesied of has come to pass, and re- 
mind us that they have made long ago. 

BSBAD AND THB NSWSPAFKR* 

27. Mozart, 1756. 
By music we reach those special states of con- 
sciousness which, being without form, cannot be 
shaped with the mosaics of the vocabulary. 

ElsisYbnnbb. 

28. Charles George Gordon, 1833. 
When life hath run its largest round 
Of toil and triumph, joy and woe, 
How brief a storied page is found 
To compass all its outward show ! 

Birthday of Daniel Webster. 
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JANUARY 29-31 

29. Swedenborg, 1688. 
Are angel faces, silent and serene. 
Bent on the conflicts of this little scene, 
Whose dream-like efforts, whose unreal strife. 
Are but the preludes to a larger life ? 

A Rhthsd Lesson. 

30. W, S. Landor, 1T75. 

Lively emotions very commonly do not strike us 
full in front, but obliquely from the side ; a scene 
or incident in undress often affects us more than 
one in full costume. The rush that should have 
flooded my soul in the Coliseum did not come. But 
walking one day in the fields about the city, I 
stumbled over a fragment of broken masonry, and 
lo ! the World's Mistress in her stone girdle — alta 
mcenia Romce — rose before me and whitened my 
cheek with her pale shadow as never before or 
since. The Autocrat of thb Brbakfast-Tablb. 

31. Franz Schubert, 1797. 

Hospitality is a good deal a matter of latitude, I 
suspect. The shade of a palm-tree serves an Afri- 
can for a hut ; his dwelling is all door and no .walls; 
everybody can come in. To make a morning call 
on ai^ Esquimaux acquaintance, one must creep 
through a long tunnel ; his house is all walls and 
no door. ... A good deal, which in colder regions 
is ascribed to mean dispositions, belongs really to 
mean temperature. 

The Autocbat of the Bbeakfast-Tablk. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



FEBRUARY 1-4 

1. Archbishop Whatdy, 1787. 

The cheerful fire-light's glow- 
Streamed through the casement o'er the spectral 

snow ; 
Here, while the night-wind wreaked its frantic will 
On the loose ocean and the rock-hound hill, 
Rent the cracked topsail from its quivering yard, 
And rived the oak a thousand storms had scarred, 
Fenced hy these walls the peaceful taper shone, 
Nor felt a brea,th to slant its trembling cone. 

The Study. 
2. Candlemas. 
A great many things we say can be made to ap- 
pear contradictory, simply because they are partial 
views of a truth, and may often look unlike at first, 
as a front view of a face and its profile often do. 
The Pbofessob a.t thb Bbbakfast-Table. 

3. Mendelssohn, 1809. 
Fashion is only the attempt to realize Art in liv- 
ing forms and social intercourse. 

The Pbotessor at the BfiSAKr ast-Table. 

4. Josiah Quincy, 1772. 
Since the galloping Normans came, 
England's annals have known her name : 
And still to the three-hilled rebel town 
Dear is that ancient name's renown, 
For many a civic wreath they won. 
The youthful sire and the gray-haired son. 

Dorothy Q. 
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^ FEBRUARY 5-7 

5. James Otis, 1725. 

who forgets when first the piercing thought 
Through childhood's musings found its way unsought? 

1 AM ; — I LIVE. The mystery and the fear 
When the dread question, What has brought me 

HERE ? 

Burst through life's twilight, as before the sun 
Roll the deep thunders of the morning gun ! 

a Rhtmbd Lbsson. 

6. Madame de S€vign^, 1626. 
A woman who does not carry a halo of good feel- 
ing and desire to make everybody contented about 
with her wherever she goes, — an atmosphere of 
grace, mercy, and peace, of at least six feet radius, 
which wraps every human being upon whom she 
voluntaiily bestows her presence, and so flatters 
him with the comfortable thought that she is rather 
glad he is alive than otherwise, isn't worth the 
trouble of talking to, as a woman ; she may do well 
enough to hold discussions with. 

Thb Pbofbssob at thb Bbxaktast-Tablb. 

7. Charles Dickens, 1812. 
He vindicated hiunanity, not against its Maker, 
but against itself ; he took the part of his frail, err- 
ing, sorrowing, dying fellow-creature, with a voice 
that touched the heart as no other had done since 
the Scotch peasant was laid down to slumber in the 
soil his song had hallowed. 

Mechanism in Thouoht and Morals. 
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FEBRUARY 8-11 

8. Samuel Butler, 1612. 

Talk, to me, is only spading up the ground for 
crops of thought. I can't answer for what will turn 
up. If I could, it would n't be talking, but " speak- 
ing my piece." thb Pbofessob at thb Bbeakfast-Tablb. 

9. James Parton, 1822. 
Before we sighed, our griefs were told ; 

Before we smiled, our joys were sung, 

And all our passious shaped of old 

In accents lost to mortal tongue. 

To KT Rbadebs. 

10. Charles Lamb, 1T75. 

Poor, dear Charles Lamb, — we can hardly with- 
hold the pitying epithet, since the rough Scotchman 
brought up against him, as one of his own kale-pots 
might have shivered a quaint and precious amphora, 
— poor, dear Charles, — he did not invent any grand 
formula, he certainly had not the lever of Archi- 
medes, but he had a personality which was quite 
apart from that of all average humanity, and he is 
adopted as one of the pleasantest inmates of mem- 
ory. It is enough to say of many men that they 
are interesting. an Afteb-Brbakfast Talk. 

11. Lydia Maria Child, 1802. 
In opinions look not always back ; 
Tour wake is nothing, mind the coming track ; 
Leave what you 've done for what you have to do ; 
Don't be "consistent," but be simply true. 

A BsTMBO LBsaoir. 
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FEBRUARY 12-15 

12. Abraham Lincoln^ 1809. 
Him so true and tender, 
The patriot's stay, the people's trust, 
The shield of the offender. 

In Mkmobt or Abraham Lincoln. 

13 Talleyrand, 1754. 
The inner world of thought and the outer world 
of events are alike in this, that they are both brim- 
ful. There is no space between consecutive thoughts, 
or between the never-ending series of actions. All 
pack tight, and mould their surfaces against each 
other, so that in the long run there is a wonderful 
average uniformity in the forms of both thoughts 
and actions. 

14. Edmund About, 1828. 
On the 14th of February the windows fill with 
pictures for the most part odious, and meant for 
some nondescript class of males and females, their 
allusions having reference to Saint Valentine's day, 
the legendary paiiing time of the birds. The fes- 
tival is a sad mockery, for there are no spring birds 
here to pair, but it reminds us that there is a good 
time coming. The Sbasons. 

15. Ash Wednesday. 
It 's faith in something and enthusiasm for some- 
thing that makes a life worth looking at. 

The Post at thb BaBAKrAST-TABLE. 
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FEBRUARY 16-18 

16. Gaspard de Coligrd, 1517. 

The brain is the palest of all the internal organs, 
and the heart the reddest. Whatever comes from 
the brain carries the hue of the place it came from, 
and whatever comes from the heart carries the heat 
and color of its birth-place. 

The PBCWESBCHt at ths Breakfast-Tablb. 

17. Michael Angela died, 1564. 

Conceit is just as natural a thing to human minds 
as a centre is to a circle. But Uttle-minded peo- 
ple's thoughts move in such small circles that five 
minutes' conversation gives you an arc long enough 
to determine their whole curve. An arc in the 
movement of a large intellect does not sensibly dif- 
fer from a straight line. Even if it have the third 
vowel as its centre, it does not soon betray it. The 
highest thought, that is, b the most seemingly im- 
personal ; it does not obviously imply any individ- 
ual centre. Thb autocrat or the Bbbakfast-Table. 
18. Galileo, 1564. 

The world is always ready to receive talent with 
open arms. Very often it does not know what to 
do with genius. Talent is a docile creature. It 
bows its head meekly while the world slips the col- 
lar over it. It backs into the shafts like a lamb. 
It draws its load cheerfully, and is patient of the 
bit and of the whip. But genius is always impa- 
tient of its harness ; its wild blood makes it hard to 
tram. xhe Pboiiessob at the Bsbakfast-Table. 
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FEBRUARY 19-21 

19. Copernicus J 1473. 
I find the great thing in this world is, not so 
much where we stand, as in what direction we are 
moving. To reach the port of heaven, we must sail 
sometimes with the wind and sometimes against it, 
— but we must sail, and not drift, nor lie at anchor. 
The Aittooeat or the BBEAKVAax-TABLE. 

20. David Garrick, 1716. 
What were our life, with all its rents and seams, 
Stripped of its purple robes, our waking dreams ? 
The poet's song, the bright romancer's page. 
The tinselled shows that cheat us on the stage 
Lead all our fancies captive at their will ; 
Three years or threescore, we are children still. 

Addbess. 

21. John Henry Newman, 1801. 
This noble language which we have inherited 
from our English fathers. Language ! — the blood 
of the soul, into which our thoughts run and out of 
which they grow I 

The English language was wound up to run some 
thousands of years, I trust ; but if everybody is to 
be pulling at everything he thinks is a hair, our 
grandchildren will have to make the discovery that 
it is a hair-spring, and the old Anglo-Norman souFs- 
timekeeper will run down, as so many other dialects 
have done before it. 

The PRonsssoR at the Bbeaktast-Tablb. 
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FEBRUARY 22-26 

22. Washington, 1732 ; J. B. Lowell, 1819. 
Welcome to the day returning, 

Dearer still as ages flow, 
While the torch of Faith is burning, 

Long as Freedom's altars glow ! 
See the hero whom it gave us 

Slumbering on a mother's breast ; 
For the arm he stretched to save us. 

Be its mom forever blest ! 

Odb iob Washinqton^s Bibthdat. 

23. G. F, Handel, 1685. 
Why can't somebody give us a list of things that 
everybody thinks and nobody says, and another list 
of things that everybody says and nobody thinks ? 

THB PBOFB880B AT THB BbBAKT ABT-TaBLB. 

24. George William Curtis, 1824. 
Talking is like playing on the harp ; there is as 
much in laying the hand on the strings to stop their 
vibrations as in twangfing them to bring out their 
music The Autocbat of the Bbbaktast-Tablb. 

25. Charles C. Pinckney, 1766. 
A mellowing rigorist is always a much pleasanter 
object to contemplate than a tightening liberal, as 
a cold day warming up to 32° Fahrenheit is much 
more agreeable than a warm one chilling down to 
the same temperature. 

Thb Poet at thb Bbbakv abt-Tablb. 
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FEBRUARY 26-29 

26. Victor Hugo, lS02. 
The whole essence of true gentle-breeding (one 
does not like to say gentility) lies in the wish and 
the art to be agreeable. Good-breeding is surface- 
Christianity, The Pbofbssob at the Bbkakfast-Tablk. 

27. Henry Wadsworth Longfdlow, 1807. 
Ah, gentlest soul ! how gracious, how benign 
Breathes through our troubled life that voice of 

thine, 
Filled with a sweetness born of happier spheres. 
That wins and warms, that kindles, softens, cheers. 
That calms the wildest woe and stays the bitterest 

tears ! To H. W. Lonofxllow. 

28. Michel de Montaigne, 1533. 
A warm day in December is a memory of Octo- 
ber ; a warm day in February is a dream of April. 
Their character is unmistakable ; we cannot help 
going back in imagination with the one, and for- 
ward with the other. Thb Skasons. 

29. Rossini, 1792. 
As a general rule, that society where flattery is 
acted is much more agreeable than that where it is 
spoken. Attention and deference don't require you 
to make fine speeches expressing your sense of un- 
worthiness (lies) and returning all the compliments 
paid you. thb Pbovbssob at ths Bbkakv ast-Tablb. 
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MARCH 1-3 

1. John Robinson died^ 1625. 
And these were they who gave us birth, 

The Pilgrims of the sunset wave, 
Who won for us this virgin earth, 

And freedom with the soul they gave. 

The pastor slumbers by the Khine, — 

In alien earth the exiles lie, — 
Their nameless graves our holiest shine, 

His words our noblest battle-cry I 

Still cry them, and the world shall hear, 
Ye dwellers by the storm-swept sea ! 

Ye hai*e not built by Haerlem Meer, 
Nor on the land-locked Zuyder-Zee 1 

ROBIKSON OF LbTDBN. 

2. Sir Thomas Bodley, 1544. 

One must go to the country to find people who 
are constantly enough in the midst of the sights and 
sounds of the opening year to take cognizance of the 
order of that grand procession, with March blowing 
his trumpet at the head of it, and April following 
with her green flag, and the rest coming m their 
turn, till February brings up the rear with his white 
banner. Thb Sbasoks. 

3. Edmund Waller, 1606. 

Every now and then a man's mind is stretched by 
a new idea or sensation, and never shrinks back to 
its former dimensions. thb Autoceat. 
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MARCH 4-6 
4. Pulaski, 1748. 
This is a manly world we live in. Our reverence 
is good for nothing if it does not begin with self-re- 
spect. Occidental manhood springs from that as 
its basis ; Oriental manhood finds the greatest sat- 
isfaction in self-abasement. There is no use in 
trying to graft the tropical palm upon the Northern 
pine. The same divine forces underlie the growth 
of both, but leaf and flower and fruit must follow 
the law of race, of soil, of climate. 

Thk Post at thk Bbsjlkvast-Tablb. 

5. James Madison, 1751. 
Every grace that plastic language knows 
The nameless poets its perfection owes. 

The rough-hewn words to simplest thoughts confined 
Were cut and polished in their nicer mind. 

POBTBT. 

6. Michael Angela, 1475. 

A creating and informing spirit which is with us, 
and not of us, is recognized everywhere in real and 
in storied life. It is the Muse of Homer ; it is the 
Baimon of Socrates ; it is the inspiration of the 
seer ; it shaped the forms that filled the soul of 
Michael Angelo when he saw the figure of the great 
Lawgiver in the yet unhewn marble, and the dome 
of the world's yet unbuilt basilica against the blank 
horizon ; it comes to the least of us, as a voice that 
will be heard. Mechanism in Thought and Morals. 
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MARCH 7-10 
7. Sir Edwin Landaeer, 1802. 

Do you mean to say the pun-puestion is not 
clearly settled in your minds ? Let me lay down 
the law upon the subject. Life and language are 
alike sacred. Homicide and verbicide — that is, vio- 
lent treatment of a word with fatal results to its 
legitimate meaning, which is its life — are alike for- 
bidden. Thb Autocrat <w thb Brbakfast-Tablb. 
8. Sir William HamUton, 1788. 

He must be a poor creature that does not often 
repeat himself. Imagine the author of the excel- 
lent piece of advice, " Know thyself," never allud- 
ing to that sentiment again during the course of a 
protracted existence ! Why, the truths a man car- 
ries about with him are his tools ; and do you think 
a carpenter is bound to use the same plane but once 
to smooth a knotty board with, or to hang up his 
hammer after it has driven its first nail ? 

Thb AUTOCIU.T or thb Bbbakfast-Tablb. 

9. 3fira6eau, 1740. 
Apologizing, — A very desperate habit, — one that 
is rarely cured. Apology is only egotism wrong side 
out. Thb PBorBssoB at thb Brbaktast-Tablb. 

10. Alexander III. of Russia, 1845. 
Every human being is individualized by a new ar- 
rangement of elements. His mind is a safe with a 
lock to which only certain letters are the key. His 
ideas follow in an order of their own. 

Ralph Waldo Ehibsok. 
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MARCH 1 1-14 
11. Charles Sumner died, 1874. 
The welcome angel came 
Ere yet his eye with age was dim, 

Or bent his stately frame ; 
• His weapon still was bright, 

His shield was lifted high 
To slay the wrong, to save the right, — 

What happier hour to die ? Htmn. 

12. Bishop Berkeley, 1684. 

Some books are edifices to stand as they are 
built ; some are hewn stones ready to form a part 
of future edifices ; some are quarries from which 
stones are to be split for shaping and after use. 

CKm AHD Atttomatuk. 

13. Joseph Priestley, 1733. 
Though fiery sun and stiffening cold 
May change the fair ancestral mould, 
No winter chills, no summer drains 

The life-blood drawn from English veins, 
Still bearing whereso'er it flows 
The love that with its fountain rose. 
Unchanged by space, unwronged by time. 
From age to age, from clime to clime ! 

To Air ExroLisH FRnom. 

14. Victor Emmanuel, 1820 ; Humbert, 1844. 
Every event that a man would master must be 
mounted on the run, and no man ever caught the 
reins of a thought except as it galloped by him. 

ThS PbX>VB880B at THE BrBAKTABT-TABLB. 
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MARCH 15-17 

15. Mather Byles, 1707. 
Shun such as lounge through afternoons and eves, 
And on thy dial write, " Beware of thieves ! " 
Felon of minutes, never taught to feel • 

The worth of treasures which thy fingers steal, 
Pick my left pocket of the silver dime, 
But spare the right, — it holds my golden time ! 

A Rhtmbd Lbssok. 

16. Caroline Herschd, 1750. 

Bid you ever see that electrical experiment which 
consists in passing a flash through letters of gold 
leaf in a darkened room, whereupon some name or 
legend springs out of the darkness in characters of 
fire? 

There are songs all written out in my soul, which 
I could read, if the flash might pass through them, 
— but the fire must come down from heaven. 

Thx Axttocbat of thb Breakfast-Tablb. 

17. Madame Roland, 1754. 

Nobody talks much that does n't say unwise 
things, — things he did not mean to say ; as no 
person plays much without striking a false note 
sometimes. Thb Profbssob at thb Bkbakfast-Tablb. 

A sick man that gets talking about himself, a 
woman that gets talking about her baby, and an 
author that begins reading out of his own book, 
never know when to stop. 

Thb Pobt at thb Bbbakfast-Tablb. 
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MARCH 18-21 
18. Francis Lieber, 1800. 
When you find a person a little better than his 
word, a little more liberal than his promise, a little 
more than borne out in his statement by his facts, a 
little larger in deed than in speech, you recognize 
a kind of eloquence in that person's utterance not 
laid down in Blair or Campbell. elsis Yxnnxe. 

19. Andrew Preston Peabody, 1811. 
A thought is often original, though you have ut- 
tered it a hundred times. It has come to you over 
a new route, by a new and express train of associa- 
tions. The Atttocbat or ths Bkbakfast-Tablb. 

20. Sir Isaac Nelson, diedy 1727. 
Snows were melting down the vale, 
And Earth unlaced her icy mail, 
And March his stormy trumpet blew, 
And tender green came peeping through. 

Attkb a Lbotubb on Exats. 

21. J. S. Bach, 1685. 

Within its breast all the passions of humanity 
seem to reign in turn. It moans with the dull ache 
of grief, and cries with the sudden thrill of pain ; 
it sighs, it shouts, it laughs, it exults, it wails, it 
pleads, it trembles, it shudders, it threatens, it 
storms, it rages, it is soothed, it slumbers. 

Such is the organ, man's nearest approach to the 
creation of a true organism. thb Gbsat Instbumbnt. 
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MARCH 22-24 

22. Emperor William of Germany, 1797. 
Is it an idle dream that nature shares 
Our joys, our griefs, our pastimes, and our cares ? 
Is there no summons when, at morning's call. 
The sable vestments of the darkness fall ? 
Does not meek evening's low- voiced Ave blend 
With the soft vesper as its notes ascend ? 

Thb Sohool-Bot. 

23. Laplace, 1749. 
There are about as many twins in the births of 
thought as of children. For the first time in your 
lives you learn some fact or come across some idea. 
Within an hour, a day, a week, that same fact or 
idea strikes you from another quarter. 

Thb PsorBssoB at thb Bbeakvast-Tablb. 

24. Longfdlow died, 1882. 

He sings no more on earth ; our vain desire 
Aches for the voice we loved so long to hear 
In Dorian flute-notes breathing soft and clear, — 

The sweet contralto that could never tire. 

Deafened with listening to a harsher strain. 
The Msenad's scream, the stark barbarian's cry, 
Still for those soothing, loving tones we sigh ; 

Oh, for our vanished Orpheus once ag^ain ! 

The shadowy silence hears us call in vain I 
His lips are hushed ; his song shall never die. 

OlTB Dbad SmosB. 
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MARCH 25-28 

25. Antonio Rosmini, 1797. 
I love the generous impulses of the reformer; 
but not less does my imagination feed itself upon 
the old litaniesy so often warmed by the human 
breath upon which they were wafted to Heaven that 
they glow through our frames like our own heart's 
blood. The Pboivssos at thb Bbbaktast-Tablk. 

26. Nathaniel Bowditch, 1773. 
Not the great historical events, but the personal 
incidents that call up single sharp pictures of some 
human being in its pang or struggle, reach us most 
nearly. I remember the platform at Berne, over 
the parapet of which Theobald Weinzapfli's restive 
horse sprung with him and landed him more than a 
hundred feet beneath in the lower town, not dead, 
but sorely broken, and no longer a wild youth, but 
God's servant from that day forward. I have for- 
gotten the famous bears, and all else. 

Tex Autocrat or thb Bebakfast-Tablb. 

27. Vera Cruz taken hy Scott, 1847. 
Sin has many tools, but a lie is the handle which 
nts them all. Thb Autocrat or thb Bbbaktast-TabziB. 

28. Samud SewaU, 1652. 

When there is nothing left of the winter snow 

but ridges behind the stone walls, and a dingy drift 

here and there in a hollow, or in the woods. Winter 

has virtually resigned the icicle which is his sceptre. 

Thb Sbasons. 
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MARCH 29-31 

29. Stoedenborg died, 1772. 
If singing breath or echoing chord 

To every hidden pang were g^ven, 
What endless melodies were poured, 
As sad as earth, as sweet as heaven ! 

Ths Voioelbss. 

30. Sir Henry Wotton, 1568. 
O Love Divine that stopped to share 

Our sharpest pang, our bitterest tear, 
On Thee we cast each earth-bom care. 
We smile a pain while Thou art near ! 

Though long the weary way we tread. 
And sorrow crown each lingering year. 

No path we shun, no darkness dread. 

Our hearts still whispering. Thou art near ! 

On Thee we fling our burdening woe^ 

O Love Divine, forever dear, 
Content to suffer while we know. 

Living and dying. Thou art near ! 

Hymn of Trust. 

31. Jos^h Haydn, 1732. 
There are but two biographers who can tell the 
story of a man's life. One is the person himself ; 
the other is the Recording Angel. The autobiog- 
rapher cannot be trusted to tell the whole truth, 
though he may tell nothing but the truth, and the 
Recording Angel never lets his book go out of his 
own hands. Thb New Portfolio. 
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APRIL 1-3 

JL Bismarck, 1815. 

Take them, O Father, in immortal trust ! . . . 
Till the last angel rolls the stone away, 
And the new morning brings eternal day ! 

Dbdicatobt Pobm. 

2. H. a Andersen, 1805. 
Winter is past ; the heart of Nature warms 
Beneath the wrecks of unresisted storms ; 
Doubtful at first, suspected more than seen. 
The southern slopes are fringed with tender green. 

Spring. 

3. George Herbert, 1593 ; Washington Irving, 1783. 

Herbert's life as pictured by Izaak Walton is, to 
borrow one of his own lines, 

" A box where sweets compacted lie ; " 
and I felt, as I left his little chapel and the parson- 
age which he rebuilt as a freewill offering, as a pil- 
grim might feel who had just left the holy places 
at Jerusalem. qitr Hundbxo Days in Europb. 

The poet and romancer give back more than they 
borrow from the scenes which lend them their in- 
spiration. What was this broad stream that runs 
by your walls before it was peopled by the creative 
touch of your story-teller's imagination. It is no 
longer Hudson's river, — it is Irving's. 

lavINO'S POWEH OF IDEALIZATION. 
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APRIL 4-7 ' 

1 

4. James Freeman Clarke^ 1810. ' 

True to all Truth the world denies. 

Not tongue-tied for its gilded sin ; 
Not always right in all men's eyes, 
But faithful to the light within. 

A BntTHDAT Tbibutb. To J. F. G. I T] 

' T1 
5. F, R. Stockton, 1834. rj. 

Be firm ! one constant element in luck i rr, 

Is genuine, solid, old Teutonic pluck. rj 

A Rhthsd Lbsson. I v 



6. Raphael born, 1483, and died, 1520. 
On sheltered hanks, heneath the dripping eaves, 
Spring's earliest nurslings spread their glowing 

leaves, 
Bright with the hues from wider pictures won, 
White, azure, golden, — drift, or sky, or sun. 

Spbino. 

7. William Wordsworth, 1T70. 
Come, take the book we love so well, 

And let us read and dream 
We see whatever its pages tell, 

And sail an English stream. 

And daisies strew the banks along. 

And yellow kingcups shine. 
With cowslips, and a primrose throng, 

And humble celandine. 

Attbb a Lbctcrb om Wobdswobth. 
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APRIL 8-1 1 

8. David Rittenhouse, 1732. 
All else of earth may perish ; love alone 
Not heaven shall find outgrown ! 

H. C. M., H. S., J. K. W. 
9. Fisher Ames, 1758. 
The snowdrop, beai*ing on her patient breast 
The frozen trophy torn from Winter's crest ; 
The violet, gazing on the arch of blue 
Till her own iris wears its deepened hue ; 
The spendthrift crocus, bursting through the mould 
Naked and shivering with his cup of gold. Sprino. 

10. Hortense de Beauharnais, 1783. 
One who means to talk with entire sincerity al- 
ways feels himself in danger of two things, namely, 
• — an afEectation of bluntness, like that of which 
Cornwall accuses Kent in " Lear," and actual rude- 
IICSS. Thb Professor at the Breakfast-Table. 

11. Edward Everett, 1794. 
Earth, air, sea, sky, the elemental fire. 

Art, history, song, — what meanings lie in each 
Found in his cunning hand a stringless lyre. 

And poured their mingling music through his 
speech. 

Thence flowed those anthems of our festal days, 

Whose ravishing division held apart 
The lips of listening throngs in sweet amaze, 

Moved in all breasts the self-same human heart. 

Edward Everett. 



igle 



APRIL 12-14 
12. Henry Clay, 17T7. 
Writing or printing is like shooting with a rifle ; 
you may hit your reader's mind, or miss it ; — but 
talking is like playing at a mark with the pipe of 
an engine ; if it is within reach, and you have time 
enough^ you can't help hitting it. 

Thb Autocbat or thb Brbakvast-Tablb. 

13. Sir Thomas Lawrence, 1769. 
There are men of esprit who are excessively ex- 
hausting to some people. They are the talkers who 
have what may be called jerky minds. Their 
thoughts do not run in the natural order of sequence. 
They say bright things on all possible subjects, but 
their zigzags rack you to death. After a jolting 
half-hour with one of these jerky companions, talking 
with a dull friend affords great relief. It is like 
taking the cat in your lap after holding a squirreL 
The AuTocitAT of thb B&bakv abt-Tablb. 

14. Horace BushneU, 1802. 
That hut for this our souls were free, 

And hut for that our lives were blest ; 
That in some season yet to be 

Our cares will leave us time to rest. 

That when like babes with fingers burned 
We count one bitter maxim more. 

Our lesson all the world has learned, 
And men are wiser than before. 

What We All Think. 
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APRIL 15-18 

15. John Lothrop Motley, 1814. 

Let us hear the proud story which time has be- 
queathed ! 

From lips that are warm with the freedom they 
breathed ! 

Let him summon its tyrants, and tell us their doom. 

Though he sweep the black past like Van Tromp 
with his broom ! a Paktino Hkalth. 

16. Louis Adolphe Thiers, 1797. 

The house-fly, stealing from his narrow grave, 
Drugged with the opiate that November gave, 
Beats with faint wing against the sunny panS, 
Or crawls, tenacious, o'er its lucid plain. 

Spriko. 

17. William Gilmore Simms, 1806. 
I find that there is a very prevalent opinion 
among the dwellers on the shores of Sir Isaac New- 
ton's Ocean of Truth, that saltjish, which have been 
taken from it a good while ago, split open, cured, 
and dried, are the only proper and allowable food 
for reasonable people. 

Thb Profbssob at thb Bbeakfast-Table. 

18. Luther before the Diet of Warms, 1521. 
The elms have robed their slender spray 

With full-blown flower and embryo leaf ; 
Wide o*er the clasping arch of day 
Soars like a cloud their hoary chief. 

SPBiNa Has Comb. 
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APRIL 19-21 

19. Lexington and Concord, 1775; C G. Ehrenberg, 
1795. 

Ah, happy they to whom the joys belong 

Of peaceful triumphs that can never die 
From History's record, — not of gilded wrong, 

But golden truths that while the world goes by 
With all its empty pageant, blazoned high 

Around the Master's name forever shine ! 
So shines thy name illumined in the sky, — 

Such joys, such triumphs, such remembrance 

thine I To ChSIBTIAN Gk>TTrBIBD IlBBXKBBSa. 

20. F. X. Winterhalter, 1806. 
I think there is one habit worse than that of pim- 
ning. It is the gradual substitution of cant or flash 
terms for words which truly characterize their ob- 
jects. I have known several very genteel idiots 
whose whole vocabulary had deliquesced into some 
half-dozen expressions. 

The Autocbat or the Bbeakvast- Table. 

21. Charlotte Bronte, 1816. 
The golden-chaliced crocus bums ; 

The long narcissus-blades appear ; 
The cone-beaked hyacinth returns 
To light her blue-flamed chandelier. 

Bpbino Has Com. 
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APRIL 22-24 

22. Henry Fielding, 1707. 
I think most readers of Shakespeare sometimes 
find themselves thrown into exalted mental condi- 
tions like those produced by music. Then they 
may drop the book, to pass at once into the region 
of thought without words. We may happen to be 
very dull folks, you and I, and probably are, unless 
there is some particular reason to suppose the con- 
trary. But we get glimpses now and then of a 
sphere of spiritual possibilities, where we, dull as 
we are now, may sail in vast circles round the lar- 
gest compass of earthly intelligence. 

Thb Autocrat of thb BasAurAST-TABLB. 

23. Shakespeare born, 1564, and died, 1616. 
With no vain praise we mock the stone-carved name 
Stamped once on dust that moved with pulse and 
breath. 
As thinking to enlarge that amplest fame 

Whose undimmed glories gild the night of death: 
We praise not star or sun ; in these we see 

Thee, Father, only thee ! Shakmpkabb. 

24. Anthony Trdlope, 1815. 
I look upon a library as a kind of mental chem- 
ist's shop, filled with the crystals of all forms and 
hues which have come from the union of individual 
thought with local circumstances or universal prin- 
ciples. Thb Pbofbssob at thb Bbbaktast-Tablb. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



APRIL 25-28 

25. John Eeble, 1792. 
I am not a Churchman, but such a poem as " The 
Rosebud" makes one's heart a proselyte to the 
culture it grows from. Talk about it as much as 
you like, — one's breeding shows itself nowhere 
more than in religion. A man should be a gentle- 
man in his hymns and prayers ; the fondness for 
" scenes," among vulgar saints, contrasts so meanly 

with that — 

" God only and good angels look 
Behind the blissful scene." 

The Autocrat or the Bseakfast-Tabls. 

26. David Hume, 1711. 
O, what a precious book the one would be 
That taught observers what they 're not to see. 

A Bhtmbd Lesson. 
27. S. F. B. Morse, 1791. 
A mightier Orpheus strains the whispering wire, 
Whose lightning thrills the lazy winds outrun 
And hold the hours as Joshua stayed the sun, — 
So swift, in truth, we hardly find a place 
For those dim fictions known as time and space. 

The School-Boy. 

28. Earl of Shaftesbury, 1801. 
We have trod from the threshold of turbulent March, 
Till the green scarf of April is hung on the larch. 
And down the bright hillside that welcomes the day, 
We hear the warm panting of beautiful May. 

Close of a Coubsb of Lbotubsb. 
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APRIL 29 -MAY 2 

29. Oliver EUstoarth, 1745. 

Who asks no meed of earthly fame, 
Who knows no earthly master's call, 

Who hopes for man, through g^ilt and shame, 
Still answering, " God is over all." 

A BntTHDAY.^tlBUTB. 

30. Sir John Lubbock, 1834. 

At last young April, ever frail and fair. 
Wooed by her playmate with the golden hair, 
Chased to the margin of receding floods 
O'er the soft meadows starred with opening buds. 
In tears and blushes sighs herself away. 
And hides her cheek beneath the flowers of May. 



MAY 

1. Joseph Addison, 1672. 
The flowering month of the orchard. As the 
warmth flows northward like a g^at wave, it covers 
the land with an ever-spreading flood of pink and 
white blossoms. Thb Sbasonb. 

2. John Gorham Palfrey, 1796. 
The dreaming faculties are always the dangerous 
ones, because their mode of action can Be imitated 
by artificial excitement; the reasoning ones are 
safe, because they imply continued voluntary ef- 
'^^* Thk Atttocrat of thb Bbxakvabt-Tablk. 
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MAY 3-5 

3. Nicdib MachiaveUif 1469. 
Clear the brown path, to meet his coulter's gleam I 
Lo ! on he comes, behind his smoking team, 
With toil's bright dew-drops on his sunburnt brow, 
The lord of earth, the hero of the plough ! 

Thb Ploughhak. 

4. W, H. PrescoU, 1796. 

All generous companies of artists, authors, phi- 
lanthropists, men of science, are, or ought to be, 
Societies of Mutual Admiration. A man of genius, 
or any kind of superiority, is not debarred from ad- 
miring the same quality in another, nor the other 
from returning his admiration. 

Thk Autocbat of the Brbakvast-Tablb. 

5. Empress Eugenie, 1826. 

A great calamity is as old as the trilobites an 
hour after it has happened. It stains backward 
through all the leaves we have turned over in the 
book of life, before its blot of tears or of blood is 
dry on the page we are turning. For this we seem 
to have lived ; it was foreshadowed in dreams ; in 
the " dissolving ' views " of dark day-visions ; all 
omens pointed to it ; all paths led to it. After the 
tossing half-forgetfulness of the first sleep that fol- 
lows such an event, it comes upon us afresh, as a 
surprise, at waking ; in a few moments it is old 
again, — old as eternity. 

Thk Autocbat of thb Bbbakfast-Table. 
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MAY 6-9 

6. 'Lord Frederick Cavendish and Mr. Burke assassinated ^ 

1882. 

One class of men must have their faith hammered 
in like a nail, by authority ; another class must have 
it worked in like a screw, by argument. 

Thb Pulpit and the Pbw. 

7. Bobert Brouming^ 1812. 
A poem must be kept and used, like a meer- 
schaum, or a violin. A poem is just as porous as 
the meerschaum ; — the more porous it is the bet- 
ter. I mean to say that a genuine poem is capable 
of absorbing an indefinite amount of the essence of 
our own humanity, — its tenderness, its heroism, 
its regrets, its aspirations, so -as to be gradually 
stained through with a divine secondary color de- 
rived from ourselves. The AurocaAT. 

8. Alessandro Manzoni, 1785. 
Man has his will, — but woman has her way ! 
While man's dull spirit toils in smoke and fire. 
Woman's swift instinct threads the electric wire, — 
The magic bracelet stretched Jbeneath the waves 
Beats the black giant with his score of slaves. 

Pboloouk. 
9. Sismmdij 1773. 
I have often observed that vulgar persons, and 
public audiences of inferior collective intelligence, 
have this in common : the least thing draws off 
their minds, when you are speaking to them. 

The Pbotessob at the Bbeajcfast-Table. 
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MAY 10-12 
10. Rouget de Lisle, 1760. 
His country's sufferings and her children's shame 
Streamed o'er his memory like a forest's flame ; 
Each treasured insult, each remembered wrong, 
Rolled through his heart and kindled into song ; 
His taper faded ; and the morning gales 
Swept through the world the war-song of Mar- 
seilles ! POKTBY. 
11. J. L. G&dme, 1824. 
If a fellow attacked my opinions in print, would 
I reply ? Not I. Do you think I don't imderstand 
what my friend, the Professor, long ago called the 
hydrostatic paradox of controversy f 

Don't know what that means ? — Well, I will tell 
you. You know that, if you had a bent tube, one 
arm of which was of the size of a pipe-stem and 
the other big enough to hold the ocean, water would 
stand at the same height in one as in the other. 
Controversy equalizes fools and wise men in the 
same way, — and the fools know it. 

The Autogbat of the Bbeakvast-Tablb. 

12. D. G, Bossetti, 1828. 
First in the field before the reddening sun. 
Last in the shadows when the day is done. 
Line after line, along the bursting sod, 
Marks the broad acres where his feet have trod ; 
Till the wide field one billowy waste appears. 
And wearied hands unbind the panting steers. 

ThS PLOnaHMAN. 
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MAY 13-16 

13. Alphonse Daudet, 1840. 
Truants from love we dream of wrath ; — 

O, rather let us trust the more ! 
Through all the wanderings of the path, 
We still can see our Father's door I 

Thb Cbooksd Fooipatb. 

14. Timothy Dwigkt, 1752. 
These are my blossoms ; if they wear 

One streak of morn or evening's glow, 
Accept them ; but to me more fair 
The buds of song that never blow. 

To Mt Bkaoxrb. 

15. Prince Metternich, 1773. 
You can't keep a dead level long, if you bum 
everything down flat to make it. Why, bless your 
soul, if all the cities of the world were reduced to 
ashes, you 'd have a new set of millionnaires in a 
couple of years or so, out of the trade in potash. 
The Poet at thb Bbsaktast-Tablk. 

16. William H. Seward, 1801. 
Beauty runs virg^ in the woods 

Robed in her rustic green, 
And oft a longing thought intrudes, 

As if we might have seen 

Her every finger's every joint 
Ringed with some golden line, 

Poet whom Nature did anoint I 
Had our wild home been thine. 

Afteb a Lkctdbb on Wobdbwobth. 
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MAY 17-19 

17. Edward Jenner, 1749. 
The bluebird, breathing from his azure plumes 
The fragrance borrowed where the myrtle blooms ; 
The thrush, poor wanderer, dropping meekly down, 
Clad in his renmant of autumnal brown ; 
The oriole, drifting like a flake of fire 
Rent by a whirlwind from a blazing spire. Spbiso. 

18. J(^n Wilson, 1785. 
The wider the intellect, the larger and simpler 
the expressions in which its knowledge is embodied. 
The inferior race, the small-minded individual, lives 
in the details which to larger minds and more ad- 
vanced tribes of men reduce themselves to axioms 
and laws. the Pbofbsbob at thb Bsbakvast-Tablb. 

19. Natkamd Hatuthome died, 18l54. 

An artist Nature meant to dwell apart, 
Locked in his studio with a human heart. 
Tracking its caverned passions to their lair, 
And all its throbbing mysteries laying bare. 
So in his page, whatever shape it wear, 
The Essex wizard's shadowed self is there, — 
The gfreat Romancer, hid beneath his veil 
Like the stem preacher of his sombre tale ; 
Virile in strength, yet bashful as a girl. 
Prouder than Hester, sensitive as Pearl. 

At thb Satueoat Club. 
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MAY 20-23 

20. John Eliot died, 1690. 
Grant us thy truth to make us free, 
And kindling hearts that bum for thee, 
Till all thy living altars claim 

One holy light, one heavenly flame ! 

A Sxtn-Day Htmn. 

21. Alexander Pope, 1688. 
Fresh transfused, the Iliad thrills again 

From Albion's cliffs as o'er Achaia's plain 1 
The proud heroic, with its pulse-Uke beat. 
Rings like the cymbals clashing as they meet. 

POBTBY. 

22. Richard Wagner, 1813. 
Language is a solemn thing, it grows out of life, 

— out of its agonies and ecstacies, its wants and its 
weariness. Every language is a temple, in which 
the soul of those who speak it is enshrined. 

Thb Pbovissob at thb Bbbakfast-Tablk. 

23. Thomas Hood, 1798. 
I like full well the deep resounding swell 

Of "mighty symphonies with chords inwoven ! 
But sometimes, too, a song of Burns — don't you ? 

After a solemn storm-blast of Beethoven. 

Grood to the heels the well-worn slipper feels 
When the tired player shufQes off the buskin ; 

A page of Hood may do a fellow good 
After a scolding from Carlyle or Kuskin. 

How Not to Skttlb It. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



MAY 24-26 

24. Queen Victoria, 1819. 
God bless our Fathers' Land I 
Keep her in heart and hand 

One with our own I 
From all her foes defend, 
Be her brave People's Friend, 
On all her realms descend, 

Protect her Throne I 

IirrKBNATIOirAL OOB. 

25. Balph Waldo Emerson, 1803. 
Where in the realm of thought, whose air is song, 
Does he, the Buddha of the West, belong ? 
He seems a wingfed Franklin, sweetly wise. 
Bom to unlock the secrets of the skies ; 
And which the nobler calling, if 't is fair 
Terrestrial with celestial to compare, — 
To steal the storm-cloud's elemental flame. 
Or walk the chambers whence the lightning came ? 
If lost at times in vague aerial flights. 
None treads with firmer footstep when he lights ; 
A soaring nature, ballasted with sense. 
Wisdom without her wrinkles or pretence. 

At the Saturday Club. 

26. Joseph Stevens Buckminster, 1784. 
Before we sighed, our griefs were told ; 

Before we smiled, our joys were sung ; 
And all our passions shaped of old 
In accents lost to mortal tongue. 

To Mt Readers. 
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MAY 27-30 

27. Julia Ward Howe, 1819. 
The air is hushed ; the street is holy ground ; 
Hark I The sweet bells renew their welcome sound ; 
As one by one awakes each silent tongue, 
It tells the turret whence its voice is flung. 

A Bhtmsd Lbssost. 

28. Thomas Moore, 1779. 

The tell-tales of memory wake from their slum- 
bers, — 
I hear the old song with its tender refrain, — 
What passion lies hid in those honey-voiced num- 
bers ! 
What perfume of youth in each exquisite strain I 
Fob thb Moobs Cbiitbnnial Cklbbration. 

29. Patrick Henry, 1736. 

Every library should try to be complete on some- 
thing, if it were only on the history of pin-heads. 
The Poet at the Bbsakfast-Tajsls. 

30. Decoration Bay, 

We bring 
With throbbing hearts and tears that still must 
flow, 
In full-heaped hands, the opening flowers of spring. 
Lilies half-blown, and budding roses, red 
As their young cheeks, before the blood was shed 
That lent their morning bloom its generous glow. 

Eino'b Chapel. 
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MAY 31 -JUNE 2 

31. John A. Andrew, 1818. 
Not his beneath the blood-red star 
To win the soldier^s envied scar ; 
Unarmed he battled for the right, 
In Duty's never-ending fight. 

Unconquered will, unslumbering eye, 
Faith such as bids the martyr die, 
The prophet's glance, the master's hand 
To mould the work his foresight planned. 
Inauoubation Htmv. 

JUNE 
1. Death of the Prince Imperial, 1879. 
I suppose every day of earth, with its hundred 
thousand deaths and something more of births, — 
with its loves and hates, its triumphs and defeats, 
its pangs and blisses, has more of humanity in it 
than all the books that were ever written, put to- 
gether. I believe the flowers growing at this mo- 
ment send up more f rag^rance to heaven than was 
ever exhaled from all the essences ever distilled. 
Thb Autocbat of ths Bbsakjast-Tablk. 

2. John G. Saxe, 1816. 
Kiss mine eyelids, beauteous Mom, 
Blushing into life new-born ! 
Lend me violets for my hair. 
And thy russet robe to wear. 
And thy ring of rosiest hue 
Set in drops of diamond dew ! Faittasia. 
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JUNE 3-6 

3. Sydney Smith, 1771. 
Not in the world of light alone, 
Where God has built his blazing throne. 
Nor yet alone in earth below, 

With belted seas that come and go, 
And endless isles of sunlit green. 
Is all thy Maker's glory seen : 
Look in upon thy wondrous frame, — 
Eternal wisdom still the same ! 

The LiviNO Tbhfia 

4. Lord Wolsdey, 1833. 

Then bursts the song from every leafy glade, 
The yielding season's bridal serenade ; 
Then flash the wings returning Summer calls 
Through the deep arches of her forest halls. 

Sfbinq. 

5. Counts Egmont and Horn beheaded, 1568. 
There is a perfect consciousness in every form of 
wit, — using that term in its general sense, — that 
its essence consists in a partial and incomplete view 
of whatever it touches. It throws a single ray, sep- 
arated from the rest, — red, yellow, blue, or any 
intermediate shade, — upon an object ; never white 
light ; that is the province of wisdom. We get 
beautiful effects from wit, — all the prismatic colors, 
— but never the object as it is in fair daylight. 

The Autoobat of the Bbeakt ast-Table. 
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JUNE 6-9 

6. Conusille, 1606. 
Onr whitest pearl wo never find ; 

Our ripest fruit we never reach ; 
The flowering moments of the mind 

Drop half their petals in our speech. 

To My BBADBB&. 

7. Fidd of the Cloth of Gold, 1520. 
And hark ! and hark ! the woodland rings ; 

There thrilled the thrush's soul : 
And look ! that flash of flamy wings, — 
The fire-plumed oriole ! 

After a Lbctusb oir WoBoewoBTH. 

8. Charles Eeade, 1814. 
But now the roses are coming into bloom ; th© 
azalea, wild honeysuckle, is sweetening the road- 
sides ; the laurels are beginning to blow ; the white 
lilies are getting ready to open ; the fireflies are 
seen now and then, flitting across the darkness ; the 
katydids, the grasshoppers, the crickets, make them- 
selves heard ; the bullfrogs utter their tremendous 
.voices, and the full chorus of birds makes the air 
vocal with its melody. thb Ssasor^ 

9. Charles Dickens died, 1870. 
We love him, praise him, just for this ; 

In every form and feature. 
Through wealth and want, through woe and bliss, 
He saw his fellow-creature ! 

Thb Bubhb CEirrENHiAL Cblbbbatiob. 
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JUNE 10-12 

10. Francis L, Hawks, 1798. 
Look at Nature. She never wearies of saying 
over her floral pater-noster. In the crevices of Cy- 
clopean walls, — on the mounds that bury huge 
cities, — in the dust where men lie, dust also, — 
still that same sweet prayer and benediction. The 
Amen I of Nature is always a flower. 

Thb Autocrat of thb Bbbakvast-Tablb. 

11. Joseph Warren, 1741. 
Trained in the holy art whose lifted shield 
Wards off the darts a never^slumbering foe, 
By hearth and wayside lurking, waits to throw, 
Oppression taught his helpful arm to wield 
The slayer's weapon : on the murderous field 
The fiery bolt he challenged laid* him low, 
Seeking its noblest victim. Even so 
The charter of a nation must be sealed ! 
The healer's brow the hero's honors crowned. 
From lowliest duty called to loftiest deed. 
Living, the oak-leaf wreath his temples bound; 
Dying, the conqueror's laurel was his meed. 
Last on the broken ramparts' turf to bleed 
Where Freedom's victory in defeat was found. 

Joseph Wabbxn, M. D. 

12. Charles Kingsley, 1819. 
Memory, imagination, old sentiments, and asso- 
ciations, are more readily reached through the sense 
of the smell than by almost any other channel. 

Trs Autocbat of thb Bbbakfast-Tabub. 
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JUNE 13-16 

13. Thomas Arnold, 1795. 
The iramort/il boy, the coming heir of all, 
Springs from his desk to " urge the flying ball," 
Cleaves "vvith his bending oar the glassy waves. 
With sinewy arm the dashing current braves, 
The same bright creature in these haunts of ours 
That Eton shadowed with her " antique towers." 

Thb School-Boy. 

14. Harriet Beecher Stowe, 1811. 
Shining names our missals show 
Amid their rubrics' glow. 
But search the blazoned record's starry line. 
What halo's radiance fills the page like thine ? 
Thou who by some celestial clew couldst find 
The way to all the hearts of all mankind. 

At thb Suhmtt. 

15. Magna Charta signed, 1215. 
In earth's broad temple where we stand. 

Fanned by the eastern gales that brought \m, 
We hold the missal in our hand, 

Bright with the lines our Mother taught us. 

A Good Time Goino 

16. Judah Touro, 1775. 
Well, Time alone can lift the future's curtain, — 
Science may teach our children all she knows, 
But love will kindle fresh young hearts, 't is certain, 
And June will not forget her blushing rose. 

The Gohino Eea. 
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JUNE 17-19 

17. Bunker Hill, 1775. 
Be patient I On the breathing page 

Still pants our hurried past ; 
Pilgrim and soldier, saint and sage, — 

The poet comes the last I 

Though still the lark-voiced matins ring 

The world has known so long ; 
The wood-thrush of the West shall sing 

Earth's last sweet even-song ! 

AnEB ▲ Lbctusk on Woboswosth. 

18. Waterloo^ 1815. 
At last come the strawberries, of which Walton 
quotes from Dr. Boteler the famous saying, 
"Doubtless God could have made a better berry, 
but doubtless God never did." When they have 
ripened in our own gardens, summer has begun, 
hardly till then ; and they mark pretty nearly the 
true astronomical beginning of the season. 

The Ssasons. 

19. Confucius, 551 B. C. 
Land of wonders, fair Cathay, 
Who long hast shunned the staring day, 
Hid in mists of poet's dreams 
By thy blue and yellow streams, — 
Let us thy shadowed form behold, — 
Teach us as thou didst of old. 

At thb Banquet of the Ghinbsb EHBAser. 
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JUNE 20-23 
20. Accession of Queen Victoria^ 1837. 
Hugged in the clinging billow's clasp, 

From sea-weed fringe to mountain heather, 
The British oak with rooted grasp 

Her slender handful holds together ; — 
With cliffs of white and bowers of green, 

And Ocean narrowing to caress her, 
And hills and threaded streams between, — 
Our little mother isle, Grod bless her ! 

A Good Tm €k>ma. 

21. Bishop Stubbs, 1825. 
Virtue, — the guide that men and nations own ; 
And Law, — the bulwark that protects her throne ; 
And Health, — to all its happiest charm that lends ; 
These and their servants, man's untiring friends. 

A Modest Requbst. 

22. Thomas Day, 1748. 
And shall we breathe in happier spheres 
The names that pleased our mortal ears ; 
In some sweet lull of harp and song 
For earth-born spirits none too long. 
Just whispering of the world below 
Where this was Bill, and that was Joe ? 

Bill and Job. 

23. F. O. C. Barley, 1822. 
No stranger can get a great many notes of tor- 
ture out of a human soul ; it takes one that knows 
it well, — parent, child, brother, sister, intimate. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. 
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JUNE 24-26 

24. Midsummer Day. 
O Mother I on thy marble page 
' Thy children read, from age to age, 
The mighty word that upward leads 
Through noble thought to nobler deeds. 
Truth, heaven-bom Truth, their fearless guide, 
Thy saints have lived, thy heroes died. 

DSDICATION OF HaBYABD MEMORIAL HALL. 

25. Lucius Manlius Sargent, 1786. 
And be his titles what they will. 

In spite of manhood's claim. 
The graybeard is a school-boy still. 

And loves his school-boy name ; 
It calms the ruler's stormy breast 

Whom hurrying care pursues. 
And brings a sense of peace and rest, 

Like slippers after shoes. 

Thb Fountain of Youth. 

26. Philip Doddridge, 1702. 

We find her at her stately door, and in her ancient 

chair. 
Dressed in the robes of red and green she always 

loved to wear. 
Her eye has all its radiant youth, her cheek its 

morning flame ; 
We drop our roses as we go, hers flourish still the 

same. 

MsETiNo of the Aluuni of Habvabd Collbob. 
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JUNE 27-30 
27. Sir William Pepperdl, 1696. 
We floated throagh her peaceful bay, 

To sail life's stormy seas ; 
But left our anchor where it lay 

Beneath her green old trees. 
As now we lift its lengthening chain, 

That held us fast of old, 
The rusted rings grow bright again, — 

Their iron turns to gold. 

FSBTIYAL OF THB AlUMHI. 

28. J. J. Rousseau, 1712. 
Run, if you like, but try to keep your breath ; 
Work like a man, but don't be worked to death ; 
And with new notions, — let me change the rule, — - 
Don't strike the iron till it 's slightly cool. 

A Rhtubo Lesson. 

29. Mrs, Browning died, 1861. 
Flowers will bloom over and over again in poems 
as in the summer fields, to the end of time, always 
old and always new. Why should we be more shy 
of repeating ourselves than the spring be tired of 
blossoms or the night of stars ? 

Thx Autocbat of THB Brsakfabt-Tablb. 

30. Horace Vernet, 1789. 
Ah, brothers I dear brothers ! the harp that I hold 
No craftsman could string and no artisan mould ; 
He shaped it, He strung it, who fashioned the lyres 
That ring with the hymiis of the seraphim choirs. 

My Annual. 
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JULY 1-4 

1. Gettysburg, 1863. 
There is notbing that makes the seasons and the 
year bo interesting as to watch and especially to 
keep record of the changes by which Nature marks 
the ebb and flow of the great ocean of sunshine 
which overspreads the earth. thk Seasons. 

2. C. W. von Gluck, 1714. 
Blue-eyed Summer smiles 
On the green ripples round yon sunken piles 
Washed by the moon-wave warm from Indiaur isles. 

And on the sultry air 
The chestnuts spread their palms like holy men in 
prayer ! Musa. 

3. John Singleton Copley^ 1737. 

Trees as we see them, love them, -adore them in 
the fields, where they are alive, holding their green 
sun-shades over our heads, talking to us with their 
hundred thousand whispering tongues, looking down 
on us with that sweet meekness which belongs to 
huge, but limited organisms. 

The Autoobat of the Breakfast-Table. 

4. Nathaniel Hawthorne^ 1804. 
I give you all the Ship of State : 

Freedom's last venture is her priceless freight ; 
God speed her, keep her, bless her, while she steers 
Amid the breakers of unsounded years. 

The Ship OF State, 
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JULY 6-7 
5. D. G. Farragnt, 1801. 
Hull, Bainbridge, Porter, — where are they ? 

The waves their answer roll, 
" Still bright in memory's sunset ray,— rr 

God rest each gallant soul ! " 
A brighter name must dim their light 

With more than noontide ray. 
The Sea-King of the "River Fight," 

The Conqueror of the Bay. 

To An MTHAT. FABRAGUT. 

6. John Buss, 1373. 
What should decide one in choosing a summer 
residence ? — Constitution, first of all. Comfort 
is essential to enjoyment. You must cut your 
climate to your constitution, as much as your cloth- 
ing to your shape. After this, consult your taste 
and convenience. Th» Autocbat. 

7. E. B. Sheridan died, 1816. 

I never saw an author in my life — saving, per- 
haps, one — that did not purr as audibly as a full- 
grown domestic cat (Felis Catus, Linn.), on having 
his fur smoothed in the right way by a skilful hand. 

Let me give you a caution. Be very careful how 
you tell an author he is droll. Ten to one he will 
hate you. Say you cried over his romance or his 
verses, and he will love you and send, you a copy. 
You can laugh over that as much ^ you like — in 
private. thb Aittoobat of thb Brkakfast-Tabi& 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



JULY 8-10 

8. Fitz-Greene HcUleck, 1790. 
Green is the wreath their brows so long have wora,-^ 

The minstrels of the mom, 
Who, while the Orient burned with new-bom flame, 
Caught that celestial fire 
And struck a Nation's lyre 1 
These taught the western winds the poet's name ; 
Theirs the first opening buds, the maiden flowers of 
fame I Dboioation of thb Halueck MoMUMBirr. 

9. Henry Hallam, 1777. 
Nobody knows New England who is not on terms 
of intimacy with one of its elms. The elm comes 
nearer to having a soul than any other vegetable 
icreature among us. Elsie Vsnnkb. 

When the broad elm, sole empress of the plain. 
Whose circling shadow speaks a century's reign, 
Wreathes in the clouds her regal diadem, — 
A forest waving on a single stem. Poktby. 

10. John Calvin, 1509. 
Our houses shape themselves palpably on our 
inner and outer natures. See a householder break- 
ing up and yon will be sure of it. There is a shell- 
fish which builds all manner of smaller shells into the 
walls of its own. A house is never home until we 
have isrosted it with the spoils of a hundred lives 
besides those of our own past. See what these are 
and you c«ui tell what the occupant is. 

Thb Autocbat of the Breakv ast-Tablb. 
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JULY 1 1-14 

11. J, Q, Adams, 1767. 
Look f are the southern curtains drawn ? 
Fetch me a fan, and so begone I 

Not thaty — the palm-tree's rustling leaf 
Brou^t from a parching coral-reef I 
Its breath is heated ; — I would swing 
The broad gray plumes> — the eagle's wing. 

MXDSUMHBffr 

12. K i>. TJwreau, 1817. 

There are three classes of lookers-on at the show 
of Nature who may be distinguished from each 
other. The first set includes the patient statisti- 
cians. The second consists of the natural observers^ 
The third class contains the poets, who look at 
things mainly for their beauty or their symbolics 
uses. The Seasons. 

13. Avgustm Boppin^ 1828. 

In the fields the blue snccory lights one or two 
blossoms in its ehaudelier ; it is thrifty, and means- 
to have its lamps last, not burn all out at once. In 
the garden the stately hoUyhoek is practising the 
same economy. thb Ssasoks. 

14, John Hmter, 1128. 

If you would be happy in Berkshire, you must 
carry mountains in your brain ;; and if you would 
enjoy Nahant, you must hare aa ocean in your soul. 
Nature plays at dominos; with you ; you must match 
her piece, or she will never give it up to you. 

The Autocrat of the Bkeakfast-Tablb. 
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JULY 15-17 
15. Cardinal Manning, 1808. 
Remember all that time has brought — 

The starry hope on high, 
The strength attained, the courage gsdned. 

The love that eannot die. 
Forget Uie bitter, brooding thought, — 

The word too harshly said, 
The living blame love hates to name, 

The frailties of the dead ! 

RrMKMBKB — FOBOST. 

16. Sir Joshua Reynolds, 1723. 

Is anything more charming, in its way, than an 
old-fashioned single hollyhock, with its pink, op 
white, or yellow, or purple flower, and the little 
pollen powdered tree springing up from the bottom 
of the corolla ? A bee should be buzzing in it, for a 
bee is never so deliciously pavilioned as in the bell 
tent of the hollyhock. Thb Seasons. 

17. Isaac Watts, 1674. 

Those blessed hymns of his that sing us into con- 
sciousness in our cradles, and come back to us in 
sweet, single verses, between the moments of wan- 
dering and of stupor, when we lie dying, and sound 
over us when we can no longer hear them, bringing 
grateful tears to the hot, aching eyes beneath the 
thick, black veils, and carrying the holy calm with 
them which filled the good man's heart, as he 
prayed and sung under the shelter of the old Eng- 
lish mansion-house. Elsie VEinraB. 
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JULY 18-21 
18. Gilbert White, 1720. 
Such people as White of Selborne who love to 
wander in the fields and pick up all the interesting 
facts that come in their way ; — charming people, a 
little miscellaneous in their gatherings, but with 
eyes in their fingers, so that they spy out everything 
curious, and get hold of it as a magnet picks out 
iron filings. Thb Seasons. 

19. Alexander Dallas Bache, 1806. 
Rain me sweet odors on the air, 
And wheel me up my Indian chair. 
And spread some book not overwise 
Flat out before my sleepy eyes. 

MroSTTHMKB. 

20. John Sterling, 1806. 

All men are bores, except when we want them. 
There never was but one man whom I would trust 
with my latch-key, — Zimmermann. 

This Autocbat of tide Bbkakfast-Tablb. 

21. Robert Burns died, 1796. 
The lark of Scotia's morning sky ! 

Whose voice may sing his praises ? 
With Heaven's own sunlight in his eye, 

He walked among the daisies, 
Till through the cloud of fortune's wrong 

He soared to fields of glory ; 
But left his land her sweetest song 

And earth her saddest story. 

MxBnno of thx Bu&ns Club. 
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JULY 22-24 

22. Garibaldi, 1807. 
The cows are standing mid-leg deep in the pool, 
their tails going with rhythmical regularity, looking 
as we often want to feel, vacant of thought, which 
chases us like lo's gad-fly, meekly unquestioning, 
accepting life as a finality. For the lower creatures 
are limited but absolute affirmations, while man is 
an infinite question. Thb Seasons. 

23. Marquess of Hartington, 1833. 
Devonshire House, like the other great houses, 
is a museum of paintings, statues, objects of interest 
of all sorts. . . . Lord Hartington came in while we 
were there. All the men who are distinguished in 
political life become familiar to the readers of 
Punch in their caricatures, so that we know them 
at sight. A g^od caricature, which seizes the prom- 
inent features and gives them the character Nature 
hinted, but did not fully carry out, is a work of 
genius. Hardly an English statesman in bodily 
presence could be mistaken by any of Punch's read- 
ers. OlTB HUNDBSD DaTS IN EUBOPB. 

24. Alexandre Dumas, 1803. 
It is a fine thing to be an oracle to which an ap- 
peal is always made in all discussions. When a per- 
son is really full of information, and does not abuse 
it to crush conversation, his part is to that of the 
real talkers what the instrumental accompaniment 
is in a trio or quartette of vocalists, thb Autocrat. 
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JULY 25-28 
25. St James, 
That name the kind apostle hore 
Who shames the sullen creeds, 
Not trusting less, but loving more, 
And showing faith by deeds. 

To Jambs Fbkbmah Clabkb. 

26. WirUhrop Mackworth Praed, 1802. 
Many ideas grow better when transplanted into 

another mind than in the one where they sprang up. 
That which was a weed in one intelligence becomes 
a flower in the other, and a flower, again, dwindles 
down to a mere weed by the same change. Healthy 
growths may become poisonous by falling upon the 
wrong mental soil, and what seemed a night-shade 
in one mind unfold as a morning-glory in the other. 
The Poet at the Breaktast-Tablb. 

27. Atlantic Telegraph completed, 1866. 
The smallest fibres weave the strongest bands, — 

In narrowest tubes the sovereign nerves are spun, — 
A little cord along the deep sea-sands 

Makes the live thought of severed nations one. 
To Chbistian Gottfbibd Ehbenbkbo. 
28. Sylvester Judd, 1813. 
There is a mother-idea in each particular kind of 
tree, which, if well marked, is probably embodied 
in the poetry of every language. Take the oak, for 
instance, and we find it always standing as a type of 
strength and endurance. 

The Autochat op the Bbeakfabt-Tablb. 
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JULY 29-31 

29. Alexis de Tocqueville, 1805. 

The mountains give their lost children berries and 
water ; the sea mocks their thirst and lets them die. 
The mountains have a grand, stupid, lovable tran- 
quillity ; the sea has a fascinating, treacherous in- 
telligence. The mountains dwarf mankind and 
foreshorten the procession of its long generations. 
The sea drowns out humanity and time ; it has no 
sympathy with either ; for it belongs to eternity, 
and of that it sings its monotonous song for ever 
and ever. xhb Autogbat of thb Bbkakvast-Tablk. 

30. Samuel Rogers, 1763. 

Plain food is quite enough for me ; 

Three courses are as good as ten ; 
If Nature can subsist on three, 

Thank Heaven for three. Amen ! 
I always thought cold victual nice ; — 
My choice would be vanilla-ice. Comtbntmmjt. 

31. George Henry Thomas, 1816. 

There 's so much intelligence about nowadays in 
books and newspapers and talk that it's hard to 
write without getting something or other worth lis- 
tening to into your essay or your volume. The 
foolishest book is a kind of leaky boat on a sea of 
wisdom ; some of the wisdom will get in anyhow. 
Thb Pobt at t^ Bbbakv abt-Tablh. 
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AUGUST 1-4 

1. Lammtis. 
I once went to a church in London and heard the 
famous Edward Irving preach, and lieard some of 
his congregation speak in the strange words char- 
acteristic of their miraculous gift of tongues. I had 
a respect for the logical hasis of this singular phe- 
nomenon. I have always thought it was natural that 
any celestial message should demand a language of 
its own, only to be understood by divine illumina- 
tion. All human words tend, of course, to stop short 
in human meaning, the Port at thb Brsakfast-Tablb. 

2. Edward A, Freeman^ 1823. 
Who knows it not, — this dead recoil 
Of weary fibres stretched with toil, — 
The pulse that flutters faint and low 
When Summer's seething breezes blow ! 

MlDSUMMBB. 

3. Juliana Horatia Eunng, 1841. 
All that clothes a man, even to the blue sky which 
caps his head, — a little loosely, — shapes itself to 
fit each particular being beneath it. Farmers, sail- 
ors, astronomers, poets, lovers, all find it different, 
according to the eyes with which they severally 
look. Ths Autocrat or the Bbeakpast-Table. 

4. Percy Bysshe Shelley, Edward Irving, 1792. 
Nature baptized him in ethereal fire, 

And Death shall crown him with a wreath of 
flame. Afibr ▲ Lectubb on Shbluet. 
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AUGUST 6-7 

6. First telegraphic message across the Atlantic, 1858. 
O Nature ! bare thy loving breast, 
And give thy child one hour of rest, — 
One little hour to lie unseen 
Beneath thy soarf of leafy green ! 
So, curtained by a singing pine, 
Its murmuring voice shall blend with mine, 
TiD, lost in dreams, my faltering lay 
In sweeter music dies away» Miobummbb. 

6. Tennyson, 1809. 
The year 1809, which introduced me to atmos- 
pheric existence, was the birth-year of Tennyson, 
Gladstone, Lord Houghton, and Darwin. It seems 
like an honor to have come into the world in such 
company, but it is more likely to promote humility 
than vanity in a common mortal to find himself co- 
eval with such illustrious personages. Persons of the 
same year watch each other, especially as the sands 
of life begin to run low. 

OUB HURDBBO DATS IN EVBOPB. 

7. Joseph Rodman Drake, 1795. 
Poets, like youngest children, never grow 
Out of their mother's fondness. Nature so 
Holds their soft hands, and wiU not let them go, 
Till, at the last, they track with even feet 
Her rhythmic footsteps, and their lips repeat 
The secrets she has told them, as their own. 

Bbtant^s Sbvbmtibth Bibthdat. 
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AUGUST 8-1 1 
8. Defeat of the Spanish Armada, 1588. 
It is likely that the language will shape itself by 
larger foroes than phonography and dictionary- 
making. You may spade up the ocean as much as 
you like, and harrow it afterwards if you can, — but 
the moon will still lead the tides, and the winds will 
form their surface. 

lot PBorassoB AT THX Brbaxvast-Tablb. 

9. John Dryden^ 1631. 
Nor let the rhymester of the hour deride 
The straight-backed measure with its stately stride ; 
It gave the mighty voice of Drydeu scope ; 
It sheathed the steel-bright epigrams of Pope ; 
In Goldsmith's verse it learned a sweeter strain ; 
Byron and Campbell wore its clanking chain. 

Bbvokb thb Nbw York Aoadsmt op Midzoinb. 

10. Sir Charles James Napier, 1782. 
Age brings experience; graybeards oft are wise, 
But oh I how sharp a youngster's ears and eyes ! 

l^m SoHoox<-BoT. 

11. Jeffries Wyman, 1814. 
No natural Gothic arch compares with that 
formed by two American elms, where their lofty 
jets of foliage shoot across each other's ascending 
curves, to intermingle their showery flakes of 
green. When one looks through a long double row 
of these, he beholds a temple not built with hands, 
fairer than any minster that ever grew in stone. 

Elsib Vsmns. 
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AUGUST 12-15 
12. Bobert Southey, 1T74 
Beliefs must be lived in for a good while, before 
they accommodate themselves to the soul's wants, 
and wear loose enough to be comfortable. 

Elsib Yennkr. 

13. BaUle of Blenheim, 1704. 
Insanity is often the logic of an accurate mind 
overtasked. Good mental machinery ought to break 
its own wheels and levers, if anything is thrust 
among them suddenly which tends to stop them or 
reverse their motion. A weak mind does not ac- 
cumulate force enough to hurt itself ; stupidity 
often saves a man from going mad. 

The Autocbat of the Brbakvast-Tablb. 

14. Park Benjamin, 1809. 
The green-haired maize her silken tresses laid, 
In soft luxuriance, on her harsh brocade ; 
The g^urd that swells beneath her tossing plume ; 
The coarser wheat that rolls in lakes of bloom, — 
Its coral stems and milk-white flowers alive 
With the wide murmurs of the scattered hive. 

Dboicatobt Poem. 

15. Napoleon, 1769 ; Walter Scott, 1771. 
The advent of genius is like what florists style 
the breaking of a seedling tulip into what we may 
call high-caste colors, — ten thousand dingjy flowers, 
then one with the divine streak. 

The Autooeat of the Bbeakfast-Tabli. 
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AUGUST 16-18 

16. James Walker, 1794. 
One-story intellects, two-story intellects, three- 
story intellects with skylights. All fact-collectors, 
who have no aim beyond their facts, are one-story 
men. Two-story men compare, reason, generalize, 
using the labors of the fact-collectors as well as 
their own. Three-story men idealize, imagine, pre- 
dict ; their best illumination comes from above, 
through the skylight. 

Thb Poet at ths Bbeaktast-Tablr. 

17. John Thornton Kirkland, 1T70. 
Whose smile is that ? Its pattern Nature gave, 
A sunbeam dancing in a dimpled wave ; 
KiRKLAND alone such grace from Heaven could win. 
His features radiant as the soul within ; 
That smile would let hinr through Saint Peter's gate 
While sad-eyed martyrs had to stand and wait. 

VssTioiA QniNQini Bktrobsum. 

18. Emperor Francis Joseph, 1830. 
And now the cardinal-flower throws its image like 
a blood-stain into the stream by which it grows, — 
if I may borrow a verse which none has a better 
right to, — 

As if some wounded eagle's breast. 

Slow throbbing o'er the plain. 
Had left its airy path impressed 

In drops of scarlet rain. thb Ssasoits. 
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AUGUST 19-22 

19. Agnes Strickland, 1796. 

From Thy hand 
The worlds were cast ; yet every leaflet claims 
From that same hand its little shining sphere 
Of star-lit dew. Wihd-Glouds ajsd Stab-Dbirb. 

20. Boibert Herrick, 1591, 

The glittering lyric bounds elastic by, 
With flashing ringlets and exulting eye, 
While every image, in her airy whirl, 
Gleams like a diamond on a dancing girl 1 

POKCBT. 

21. John TyndaU, 182a 

The opinions of relatives as to a man's powers 
are very commonly of little value ; not merely be- 
cause they sometimes overrate their own flesh and 
blood, as some may suppose ; on the contrary, they 
are quite as likely to underrate those whom they 
have grown into the habit of considering like them- 
selves. IteB AXTTOCRAT Or THB BbKAKTASIVTabLK. 

22. Battle ofBosuwrtk, 1485. 

Our children know each wildwood smell, 

The bayberry and the fern, 
The man who does not know them well 

Is all too old to learn. 

\rtKBL A LBCTDBB OV WOBDSWOBTa. 
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AUGUST 23-25 

23. Cuvier, 1769. 
Tell me about Cuvier's getting up a megatherium 
from a tooth, or Agassiz's drawing a portrait of an 
undiscovered fish from a single scale ! As the " O " 
revealed Giotto, — as the one word " moi '* betrayed 
the Stratford-atte-Bowe-taugbt Anglais, — so all a 
man's antecedents and possibilities are summed up 
in a single utterance which gives at once the gauge 
of his education and his mental organization. 

The Autocrat ov thb Bbkakfast-Tabls. 

24. William Wilberfarce, 1759. 
Genius gets the world's praise, because its work 
is a tangible product, to be bought, or had for noth- 
ing. It bribes the common voice to praise it by 
presents of speeches, poems, statues, pictures, or 
whatever it can please with. Character evolves its 
best products for home consumption ; but, mind 
you, it takes a deal more to feed a family for thirty 
years than to make a holiday feast for our neigh- 
bors once or twice in our lives. 

Thb Pbofbssor at the Brbakt abt-Tablb. 

25. Bret Harte, 1839. 
You must write a book or two to find out how 
much and how little you know and l^ave to say. 
Then you must read some notices of it by somebody 
that loves you and one or two by somebody that 
hates you. You '11 find yourself a very odd piece 
of property after you 've been through these ex- 
periences. Thb Pokt at thb Bbbakfast-Tablb. 
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AUGUST 26-28 

26. Prince Albert, 1819. 
Our reverence becomes more worthy, or, if yoa 
will, less unworthy of its Infinite Object in propor- 
tion as our intelligence is lifted and expanded to a 
highv^r and broader understanding of the Divine 
methods of action. Bobdeb Links of Knowledqk. 

27. G. W, F, Hegel, 1770. 
Talk about conceit as much as you like, it is to 
human character what salt is to the ocean ; it keeps 
it sweet, and renders it endurable. Say rather it is 
like the natural unguent of the sea-fowl's plumage, 
which enables him to shed the rain that falls on 
him and the wave in which he dips. When one has 
had all his conceit taken out of him, when he has 
lost all his illusions, his feathers will soon soak 
through, and he will fly no more. 

The Atttocrat of thb Bbeakfast-Tablb. 

28. Goethe, 1749. 
Every poem that is worthy of the name repre- 
sents a great amount of vital force expended at some 
time or other. When you find a beach strewed with 
the shells and other spoils that belonged once to the 
deep sea, you know the tide has been there, and that 
the winds and waves have wrestled over its naked 
sands. Thb Poet at the Bbbakfast-Tablb. 
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AUGUST 29 -SEPTEMBER I 

29. Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

If word of mine another's gloom has brightened, 
Through my dumb lips the heaven-sent message 
came ; 
If hand of mine another's task has lightened, 
It felt the guidance that it dares not claim. 

Thx Ibon Gatb. 

30. Joseph Dentde, 1768. 

His is not the playwright's page ; 
His table does not ape the stage ; 
What matter if the figures seen 
Are only shadows on a screen, 
He finds in them his lurking thought. 
And on their lips the words he sought, 
Like one who sits before the keys 
And plays a tune himself to please. 

EFILOGTHB to THB BBXAKyAST-TjLELB SeBIRB. 

31. John Bunyan died, 1688. 

The truest lives are those that are cut rose- 
diamond-fashion, with many facets answering to th© 
many-planed aspects of the world about them. 

THB PSOFBSSOB at THB BSEAKV AST-TaBLS. 

SEPTEMBER 

1. Battle of Sedan, 1870. 
Faith always implies the disbelief of a lesser fact 
in favor of a greater. A little mind often sees the 
tmbelief, without seeing the belief of a large one. 
Thb Pbofbssob at THB Bbbaxvast-Tablb. 
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SEPTEMBER 2-4 

• 2. John Howard, 1726. 
The cheering smile, the voice of mirth, 

And laughter's gfay surprise 
That please the children bom of earth, 

Why deem that Heaven denies ? 

Our Swbbt Sinokb. 

3. Oliver Cromiodl died, 1658. 
The year is getting to feel rich, for his golden 
fruits are ripening fast, and he has a large balance 
in the bams, which are his banks. The members of 
his family have found out that he is well to do in 
the world. September is dressing herself in showy 
dahlias and splendid marigolds and starry zinnias. 

The Sbasons. 

4. Phcebe Cary, 1824. 
As to the traveller's eye the varied plain 
Shows through the window of the flying train, 
A mingled landscape, rather felt than seen, 
A gravelly bank, a sudden flash of green, 
A tangled wood, a glittering stream that flows 
Through the cleft summit where the cliff once rose. 
All strangely blended in a hurried gleam. 
Rock, wood, waste, meadow, village, hillside, 

stream, — 
So, as we look behind us, life appears, 
Seen through the vista of our bygone years. 

Thb Sohool-Bot. 
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SEPTEMBER 5-8 

5. Richelieu, 1585. . 

When you pay a compliment to an author, take 
care that the phrase or sentence you commend is 
not' one that is in quotation-marks. The pearl upon 
the Ethiop's arm is very pretty in verse, but one 
does not care to furnish the dark background for 
other persons' jewelry. 

Thx Pobt at thb Bbbakv ast-Tablb. 

6. Lafayette, 1757. 

On the worn features of the weariest face 
Some youthful memory leaves its hidden trace ; 
As in old gardens, left by exiled king^. 
The marble basins tell of hidden springs. 

Thb Old Plater. 

7. Queen Elizabeth, 1533. 
A poet sails without visible landmarks to unex^ 
plored regions of truth, which philosophy has yet to 
lay down on its atlas. The philosopher gets his 
track by observation ; the poet trusts to his inner 
sense, and makes the straighter and swifter line. 
Thb Pbovbssob at the Bbbakt ast-Tablb. 

8. Ariosto, 1474. 
For us the ambrosial pear displays 

The wealth its arching branches bold. 
Bathed by a hundred summery days 
In floods of mingling fire and gold. 

The Nbw Edbh. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SEPTEMBER 9-12 

9. Thomas Hutchinson, 1111. 
Beware of making your moral staple consist of 
the negative virtues. It is good to abstain, and 
teach others to abstain, from all that is sinful or 
hurtful. But making a business of it leads to 
emaciation of character, unless one feeds largely 
also on the more nutritious diet of active sympa- 
thetic benevolence. 

TH8 AUTOCBA.T OF THB BbSAKFAST-TABLB. 

10. Mungo Park, 1771. 
One of the greatest pleasures of childhood is found 
in the mysteries which it hides from the scepticism 
of the elders, and works up into small mythologies 
of its own. The Poet at the Bbeaktast-Taslb. 

11. James Thomson, 1700. 
Poets are to common folks what repeaters are to 
ordinary watches. They carry music in their inside 
arrangements, but they want to be handled care- 
fully or you put them out of order. 

The Poet at the Beeaxfast-Table. 

12. John Harvard died, 1638. 
Bead on her standard, always in the van, 
** Truth," — the one word that makes a slave a 

man ; 
Think whose the hands that fed her altar-fires. 
Then count the debt we owe our scholar-sires. 

Vestigia Quinqus Retbobsvm. 
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SEPTEMBER 13-15 

13. James Shirley y 1596. 
It seems, when one reads, 

** The glories of our birth and state," 
as if it were not a very difficult matter^ to gain 
immortality, — such an immortality at least as a 
perishable lang^g^ can g^ve. A single lyric is 
enough if one can only find in his soul and finish 
in his intellect one of those jewels fit to sparkle 
" on the stretched forefinger of all time." 

Thx Post at ths Bbbakv ast-Tabia. 

14. Humboldt, 1769. 
This, too, a conqueror ! His the vast domain. 

Wider than widest sceptre-shadowed lands ; 
Earth, and the weltering kingdom of the main 

Laid their broad charters in his royal hands. 

His was no taper lit in cloistered cage. 

Its glimmer borrowed from the grove or porch ; 

He read the record of the planet's page 
By Etna's glare and Cotopaxi's torch. 

Humboldt's Bibthdat 

15. James Fenimore Cooper, 1789. 
But when the fiery days were done. 

And Autumn brought his purple haze. 
Then, kindling in the slanted sun. 

The hillsides gleamed with golden maize. 

The Nbw Edbn. 
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SEPTEMBER 16-18 

16. Francis Parkman, 1823. 
Full of crooked little streets ; but I tell you 
Boston has opened, and kept open, more turnpikes 
that lead straight to free thought and free speech 
and free deeds than any other city of live men or 
dead men, — I don't care how broad their streets 
are, nor how high their steeples. 

The Fbofbssob at the Breakvast-Tablb. 

17. Settlement of Boston, 1630. 
This threefold hUl shall be 
The home of Arts, the nurse of Liberty ! 
One stately summit from its shaft shall pour 
Its deep-red blaze along the darkened shore ; 
Emblem of thoughts that, kindling far and wide. 
In danger's night shall be a nation's guide. 

A Rhymed Lesson. 

18. Samuel Johnson, 1709. 
The conversational dogmatist on the imperial 
scale becomes every year more and more an impos- 
sibility. If he is in intelligent company he will be 
almost sure to find some one who knows more about 
some of the subjects he generalizes upon than any 
wholesale thinker who handles knowledge by the 
cargo is like to know. 

The Poet at the Brbakvast-Tablb. 
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SEPTEMBER 19-22 

19. Hartley Coleridge. 
Here glowed the apple with the penciled streak 
Of morning painted on its southern cheek ; 
The pear's long necklace strung with golden drops, 
Arched like the banian, o'er its pillared props. 

APOBM. 

20. Lord Falkland died, 1643 
Her lips by loving Labor pressed 

Break in a thousand dimpling smiles, 
From when the flushing bud of June 

Dawns with its first auroral hue, 
Till shines the rounded harvest-moon, 
And velvet dahlias drink the dew. 

The New Eonsr. 

21. Savonarola, 1452. 
About — this — time — that — is — all — along 
— until — it — comes — if — it — comes — at — 
all (I speak after the manner of my good old friend 
The Farmer's Almanac), look out for the storm 
called " The Equinoctial." thb Sbasom. 

22. Dr, John Brown, 1810. 
No man could leave a sweeter memory than the 
author of ** Rab and his Friends,*' of ** Pet Mar- 
jorie," and other writings, all full of the same lov- 
ing, human spirit. I thought how much it would 
have added to the enjoyment of my visit if I could 
have taken his warm hand and listened to his 
friendly voice. oub Hundbbd Days in Eubow. 
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SEPTEMBER 23-26 

23. Jane Taylor, 1788. 

Our hearts are held down to our homes by in- 
numerable trivial fibres, but Gulliver was fixed to 
the soil, you remember, by pinning his bead a hair 
at a time. Thb Fbofessob at thb Bbsaktast-Taslb. 

24. John Marshall, 1755. 

Dear though the shadowy maple be, 
And dearer still the whispering pine, 

Dearest yon russet-laden tree 

Browned by the heavy rubbing kine I 

The Nkw Edext. 

25. Felicia Dorothea Hemans, 1794. 
How many women are bom too finely organized 
in sense and soul for the highway they must walk 
with feet unshod. Life is adjusted to the wants of 
the stronger sex. The^ are plenty of torrents to 
be crossed in its journey ; but their stepping-stones 
are measured by the stride of man, and not of 
woman. the Pbofbssob at the Bbeakfast-Table. 

26. Lard Collingweod, 1750. 
I think you will find it true, that, before any vice 
can fasten on a man, body, mind, or moral nature 
must be debilitated. The mosses and fimgi gather 
on sickly trees not thriving ones. 

The Autocrat or the BbeaxvasivTablb. 
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SEPTEMBER 27-29 

27. B. A. Gotdd, 1824 
Thine was nnstinted zeal, unchilled devotioiv 

While the blue realm had kingdoms to eit- 
plore, — 
Patience, like his who ploughed the unfurrowed 
ocean, 
Till o'er its margin loomed San SalvadcMr. 

Through the long nights I see thee ever wakings 
Thy footstool earth, thy roof the hemisphere. 
While with thy g^fs our weaker hearts are 
aching. 
Firm as thine equatorial's rock-based pier. 

To BENjAMnr Afthorp Oodux 

28. Sir William Jones, 1746. 
What constitutes a man a gentleman ? 
- a. Not trying to be a gentleman. 
' h. Self-respect underlying courtesy. 

c. Knowledge and observance of the Jltness oj 
things in social intercourse. 

Thb PBOnSSSOB AT niB Bbkaktast-Tabxa 

29. Michetelmas, 
Think not too meanly of thy low estate ; 
Thou hast a choice ; to choose is to create f 
Remember whose the sacred lips that tell, 
Angels approve thee when thy choice is well ! 
Remember, One, a judge of righteous men, 
Swore to spare Sodom if she held but ten ! 

A Rhtmbd Lbbsok 
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SEPTEMBER 30- OCTOBER 2 

30. Empress Augusta of Germany, 1811. 

Inasmuch as religion and law and the whole social 
order of civilized society, to say nothing of litera- 
ture and art, are so founded on and pervaded by 
sentiment that they would all go to pieces without 
it, it is a word not to be used too lightly in passing 
judgment, as if it were an element to be thrown out 
or treated with small consideration. ^ 

The Poet at the Bbeasfast-Tablb. 

OCTOBER 

1. Bufus Choate, 1799. 

October, the extravagant sister, has ordered an 
immense amount of the most gorgeous forest tapes- 
try for her grand reception. . . . Two autumnal 
wonders have been much written about, and never 
yet reached, — the change of the forest leaves and 
the Indian summer. The Seasons. 

2. William Ellery Charming died, 1842. 

It is the time to be in the woods or on the sea- 
shore, — a sweet season that should be given to 
lonely walks, to stumbling about in old churchyards, 
plucking on the way the aromatic silvery herb ever- 
lasting, and smelling at its dry flower until it ether- 
izes the soul into aimless reveries outside of space 
and time. The Seasons. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



OCTOBER 3-6 

3. George Bancrofts 1800. 

There are some people whose rhetoric consists of 
a slight habitual understatement. I often tell Mrs. 
Professor that one of her "1 think it's so's" is 
worth the Bible-oath of all the rest of the house- 
hold that they " know it 's so." elsib YBmntB. 
4. Guizot, 1787. 

Science is the typography of ignorance. From a 
few elevated points we triangulate vast spaces, in- 
closing infinite unknown details. We cast the lead, 
and draw up a little sand from abysses we shall never 
reach with our dredges, bobdbb Lmis or Knowubdob. 
5. Jonathan Edwards, 1703. 

The great divine who stamped his personality and 
his doctrines on the New England theology of the 
last century. . . . Such a life as in another church 
might have given him a place in the " Acta Sancto- 
rum. JONATHAK EDWABDS. 

6. Benjamin Peirce died, 1880. 
No more his tireless thought explores 
The azure sea with golden shores ; 
Rest, wearied frame ! the stars shall keep 
A loving watch where thou shalt sleep. 

Farewell ! the spirit needs must rise. 
So long a tenant to the skies, — 
Kise to that home all worlds above 
Whose sun is God, whose light is love. 

Bknjamin PEDtca. 
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OCTOBER 7-10 

7. Edgar Allan Poe died, 1849. 
The works of other men live, but their personal- 
ity dies out of their labors ; the poet, who repro- 
duces himself in his creation, as no other artist does 
or can, goes down to posterity with all his person- 
ality blended with whatever is imperishable in his 
song. Thb Post at the Bbeakvast-Table. 

8. E, C. Stedman, 1833. 
No more the summer floweret charms. 

The leaves will soon be sere. 
And Autumn folds his jeweled arms 
Around the dying year. 

Thb Island Huktino-Soko. 

9. Cervantes J 1547. 
Talent is a very common family-trait ; genius be- 
longs rather to individuals. Talent is often to be 
envied, and genius very commonly to be pitied. It 
stands twice the chance of the other of dying in 
a hospital, in jail, . in debt, in bad repute. It 
is a perpetual insult to mediocrity ; its every word 
is a trespass against somebody's vested ideas. 

THS PaoVBSgOB AT THB BBEAKTAST-TABLB. 

10. Robert Gould Shaw, 1837. 
Firm were their hearts in danger's hour. 
Sweet was their manhood's morning flower. 
Their hopes with rainbow hues were bright, — 
How swiftly winged the sudden night ! 

Dbdication or Mbmohial Hall. 
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OCTOBER 1 1-13 

11. Samuel G. Brake, 1798. 
If a man has a genuine, sincere, hearty wish to 
get rid of his liberty, if he is really bent upon be- 
coming a slave, nothing can stop him. And the 
temptation is to some natures a very great one. 
Liberty is often a heavy burden on a man. It in- 
volves that necessity for perpetual choice which is^ 
the kind of labor men have always dreaded. In 
common life we shirk it by forming habits, which 
take the place of self-determination, elsis VainniB. 

12. Landing of Columbus, 1492. 
What dreams we 've had of deathless name, as 

scholars, statesmen, bards. 
While Fame, the lady with the trump, held up her 

picture cards t 
Till, having nearly played our game, she gayly 

whispered, " Ah ! 
I said you should be something grand, — you *11 

soon be grandpapa.'' MswrxKo of tbb Aluhmx. 

13. Elizabeth Fry died, 1845. 
I don't like to say it, but poets commonly have 
no larger stock of tunes than hand-organs ; and 
when you hear them piping up under your window, 
you know pretty well what to expect. The more 
stops, the better. Do let them all be pulled out 
in their turn 1 thb Pbofimsob at tbjb Bebakvast-Tabul 
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OCTOBER 14-17 

14. William Penn, 1644. 
Art's brief memory fails the hand at last; 
Then Science lifts the flambeau of the past. 
When both their equal impotence deplore, — 
When Learning sighs, and Skill can do no more, — 
The tear of Friendship pours its heavenly balm, 
And soothes the pang no anodyne may calm ! 

A Sbntimbnt. 
15. rir^, 70 B.C. 
We call those poets who are first to mark 

Through earth's dull mist the coming of the 
dawn, — 
Who see in twilight's gloom the first pale spark. 
While others only note that day is gone. 

SHiJKSSFSABB. 

16. Atbrecht von Bailer, 1708. 
Harvey and Haller, fresh from Nature's page, 
Shoulder the dreamers of an earlier age, 
Lully and Greber, and the learned crew 
That loved to talk of all they could not do. 

Thb Stddt. 

17. Sir John Bowring, 1792. 
If you are at the sea-shore during the lovely 
autumnal days, you feel it to be the season of all 
others to believe in the wonders and mysteries and 
superstitions of the ocean, to see the mer-maiden on 
the rocks by day, and the phantom ship on the wave 
by night. The Seasons. 
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OCTOBER 18-20 

18. St Luke, 
Four gospels tell their story to maukind, 
And none so full of soft, caressing words 
That bring the Maid of Bethlehem and her Babe 
Before our tear-dimmed eyes, as his who learned 
In the meek service of his gracious art 
The tones which, like the medicinal balms 
That calm the sufferer's anguish, soothe our souls. 
Wind-Clouds and Stab-Dbifts. 

19. Edward Winslow, 1595. 

I don't think there are many poets in the sense 
of creators; but of those sensitive natures which 
reflect themselves naturally in soft and melodious 
words, pleading for sympathy with their joys and 
sorrows, every literature is full. Nature carves 
with her own hands the brain which holds the cre- 
ative imagination, but she casts the over-sensitive 
creatures in scores from the same mould. 

Thb Autocbat of thb Bbbakfast-Tablx. 

20. Sir Christopher Wren, 1632. 

The bird wanders careless while summer is green, 

The leaf-hidden cradle that rocked him unseen ; 

When Autumn's rude fingers the woods have un- 
dressed. 

The boughs may look bare, but they show him his 
nest. Mff Annttal. 
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OCTOBER 21-23 

21. 5. r. Coleridge, 1772. 
Unblest by any save the goatherd's lines, 
Mont Blanc rose soaring through his "sea of 

pines ; " . . . 
Till lazy Coleridge, by the morning's light, 
Gazed for a moment on the fields of white. 
And lo, the glaciers found at length a tongue, 
Mont Blanc was vocal, and Chamouni sung ! 

A Bhymbo Lesson. 

22. Franz Liszt, 1811. 
There is little need of trying to paint the still, 
warm, misty, dreamy Indian summer in words ; 
there are many states that have no articulate vo- 
cabulary, and are only to be reproduced by music, 
and the mood this season produces is of that nature. 
By and by, when the white man is thoroughly In- 
dianized (if he can bear the process), some native 
Haydn will perhaps turn the Indian summer into 
the loveliest andante of the new " Creation." 

The Seasons. 

23. Francis Jeffrey, 1773. 
Up to the age of thirty we spend our years like 
change ; 
But creeping up towards the forties, as fast as the 

old years fill. 
And time steps in for payment, we seem to change 
a bill. At a MEETma or Fbibndb. 
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OCTOBER 24-27 

24. Daniel Webster died, 1852. 
His rest is by the storm-swept waves 

Whom life's wild tempests roughly tried, 
Whose heart was like the streaming caves 

Of ocean, throbbing at his side. 

Death's cold white hand is like the snow 

Laid softly on the furrowed hill. 
It hides the broken seams below, 

And leaves the summit brighter still. 

Bi&TBOAT or Vasisl Wbbstib. 

25. Chaucer died, 1400. 
Marbles forget their message to mankind : 
In his own verse the poet still we find, 
In his own page his memory lives enshrined. 
Bktant's Bbybntibth Buthday. 

26. Count von Moltke, 1800. 
How many of our most cherished beliefs are like 
those drinking-glasses of the ancient pattern, that 
serve us well so long as we keep them in our hand, 
but spill all if we attempt to set them down ! 

The Ajtsoceult or thb B&bakt ast-Tablb. 

27. Lord Ashburton, 1774 
Paradise Regained and the Second Fart of Faust 
are examples which are enough to warn every one 
who has made a single fair hit with his arrow of 
the danger of missing when he looses " his fellow 
of the self-same flight." 

Thb Pb(»S880B at tbb Bbbakfast-Tabls. 
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OCTOBER 28-31 
28. Erasmus, 1467. 
What a face it is which Hans Holbein has handed 
down to us 1 How dry it is with scholastic labor, 
how keen with shrewd scepticism, how worldly-wise, 
how conscious of its owner's wide-awake sagacity! 
Erasmus and Rabelais, — Nature used up all her 
arrows for their quivers, and had to wait a hundred 
years and more before she could find shafts enough 
for the outfit of Voltaire. HtTzmssD Days ik Kubopb. 
29. John Keats, 1795. 
The wreath that star-crowned Shelley gave 
Is lying on thy Roman grave, 
Yet on its turf young April sets 
Her store of slender violets ; 
Though all the gods their garlands shower, 
I too may bring one purple flower. 

Ain?BB A LBOTUBB OM KBATS. 

30. Angelica Kauffman, 1741. 
The real forest is hardly still except in the In- 
dian summer ; then there is death in the house, 
and they are waiting for the sharp shrunken 
months to come with white raiment for the sum- 
mer's burial. elum Ycxhib. 

31. All Hallows Eve. 
When the iron portal shuts behind us, 

And life forgets us in its noise and whirl, 
Visions that shunned the glaring noonday find us. 
And glimmering starlight shows the gates of 
pe^l* Trb ibon Qatb. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



NOVEMBER 1-3 

1. Antonio Canova, 1757. 

Here, as to the patriarch's tent, 

God's angel comes a guest ; 
He comes on Heaven's high errand sent, 

In earth's poor raiment drest. 

We see no halo round his brow 

Till love its own recalls. 
And like a leaf that quits the bough, 

The mortal vesture falls. 

A Memorial Tbxbutb. 

2. Marie Antoinette^ 1755. 
To g^uard is better than to heal, — 

The shield is nobler than the spear I 

Thb Mbetino of the Samitaet Association. 

3. W. C. Bryant, 1794. 
This was the first sweet singer in the cage 
Of our close-woven life. A new-bom age 
Claims in his vesper song its heritage. . . . 

How can we praise the verse whose music flows 
With solemn cadence and majestic close, 
Pure as the dew that filters through the rose ? 

How shall we thank him that in evil days 

He faltered never, — nor for blame, nor praise, 

Nor hire, nor party, shamed his earlier lays ? 

Bbtant^s S avm n n rr H Bibthdat. 
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NOVEMBER 4-7 

4. James Montgomery^ 1771. 

Those who have no ear for music must be very 
eareful how they speak about that mysterious world 
of thrilling vibrations which are idle noises to them. 
And so the true saint can be entirely appreciated 
only by saintly natures. Jonathan Edwabds. 

5. Washington Allston, 1779. 
The summer's throbbing chant is done 
And mute the choral antiphon ; 

The birds have left the shivering pines 
To flit among the trellised vines, 
Or fan the air with scented plumes 
Amid the love-sick orange-blooms. 

An Old-Tbab Sonq. 

6. Cornelius Conway Fdton, 1807. 
It is a rare privilege in our nomadic state to find 
the home of one's childhood and its immediate 
neighborhood unchanged. Many bom poets, I am 
afraid, flower poorly in song, or not at all, because 
they have been too often transplanted. 

Thk Pbofbssob at thb Brbakfast-Tablb. 

7. William Croswell, 1804. 
Each has his features, whose exterior seal 
A brush may copy, or a sunbeam steal ; 
Go to his study, — on the nearest shelf 
Stands the mosaic portrait of himself. 

Thb Study. 
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NOVEMBER 8-10 

8. John Milton died, 1674. 
Do not all poets, dying, still prolong 
Their broken chants amid the seraph throng, 
Where, blind no more, Ionia's bard is seen, 
And England's heavenly minstrel sits between 
The Mantuan and the wan-cheeked Florentine ? 
Bryant's Sbvbntibth Bibthdat. 

9. Albert Edward, Prince of Wales, 1841. 
The Prince is of a lively temperament and a very 
cheerful aspect, — a young girl would call him 
" jolly " as well as " nice." ... It is really easier 
to feel at home with the highest people in the land 
than with the awkward commoner who was knighted 
yesterday. When " My Lord and Sir Paul " came 
into the Club which Goldsmith tells us of, the hi- 
larity of the evening was instantly checked. The en- 
trance of a dignitary like the present Prince of Wales 
would not have spoiled the fun of the evening. If 
there is any one accomplishment specially belong- 
ing to princes, it is that of making the persons they 
meet feel at ease. Ous Hundred Days in Extbopb. 

10. Samuel Gridley Howe, 1801. 

What prayers have reached the sapphire throne, 

By silent fingers spelt. 
For him who first through depths unknown 

His doubtful pathway felt. a Memorial Tributb. 
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NOVEMBER 11-14 

11. r. B, Aldrich, 1836. 
Don't let your heart grow cold, and you may 
carry cheerfulness and love with you into the teens 
of your second century, if you can last so long. 

Tbb Autoc&at or thx Bskakfast-Tablk. 

12. Eichard Baxter, 1615. 

Do you want to he rememhered after the continents 
have gone under, and come up again, and dried, and 
hred new races ? Have your name stamped on all 
your plates and cups and saucers. Nothing of you 
and yours will last like those, trb Quasdiaxi Angbl. 

13. Edwin Booth, 1833. 
So full on life her magic mirror shone. 

Her sister Arts paid trihute to her throne ; 
One reared her temple, one her canvas warmed. 
And music thrilled, while Eloquence informed. . . . 
O'er sense and thought she threw her golden chain, 
And Time, the anarch, spares her deathless reign. 

POBTBT. 

14. L. J. M. Dagiterre, 1787. 

A new epoch in the history of human progress 

dates from the time when He who 

** Never but in uncreated light 
IXwelt from eternity " 

took a pencil of fire from the " angel standing in 
the sun," and placed it in the hands of a mortal. 
The Stbbboscofs aho thb Stbbkooeapb. 
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NOVEMBER 15-17 

15. WUliam Coivper, 1731. 
Arrow-heads must be brought to a sharp point 
and the guillotine-axe must have a slanting edge. 
Something intensely human, narrow, and definite 
pierces to the seat of our sensibilities more readily 
than huge occurrences and catastrophes. A nail 
will pick a lock that defies hatchet and hammer. 
" The Royal George " went down with all her crew, 
and Cowper wrote an exquisitely simple poem about 
it ; but the leaf which holds it is smooth, while that 
which bears the lines on his mother's portrait is 
blistered with tears. 

Thb Autoobat or ths Bbsaxtast-Tabls. 

16. Charles Eliot Norton, 1827. 
The voices of morning ! how sweet is their thrill 
When the shadows have turned, and the evening 

grows still ! 
The text of our lives may get wiser with age, 
But the print was so fair on its twentieth page ! 

OuB Indian Summer. 

17. George Grote, 1794. 
Youthful extravagance — the untamed enthusiasm 
which is the source of all great thoughts and deeds, 
— a beautiful delirium which age commonly tames 
down, and for which the cold showerbath the world 
furnishes gratis proves a pretty certain cure. 

Thb Quabdian AiraBL. 
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NOVEMBER 18-21 

18. David WilJcie, 1785. 
We who behold our autumn sun below 
The Scorpion's sign, against the Archer's bow, 
Know well what parting means of friend from 

friend ; 
After the snows no freshening dews descend. 
And what the frost has marred, the sunshine will 
not mend. To H. w. Lonofbllow. 

19. Thorwaldsen, 1770. 
It is very singular that we recognize all the bodily- 
defects that unfit a man for military service, and all 
the intellectual ones that limit his range of thought, 
but always talk at him as if all his moral powers 
were perfect. Ex^m YKmnat. 

20. Thomas ChaUerton^ 1752. 
A pun does not commonly justify a blow in re- 
turn. But if a blow were given for such cause, and 
death ensued, the jury would be judges both of the 
facts and of the pun, and might, if the latter were 
of an aggravated character, return a verdict of 
justifiable homicide. 

Thb Avtockat or thb Bbxaktast-Tablb. 

21. Bryan Waller Procter^ 1787. 
Smile at their first small ventures as we may. 
The schoolboy's copy shapes the scholar's hand. 
American Academy Cemtbmnial. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



NOVEMBER 22-24 

22. *' George Eliot,'' 1819. 
The winding-sheet of summer is weaving in the 
roaring loom of the storm-clouds. The trees are 
being stripped of their garments ; naked they came 
into the season, and naked they must go out of it. 
It is time to be getting ready for Thanksgiving. 

ThrSkasons. 

23. Evart A, Duyckinck, 1816. 
Call him not old, whose visionary brain 
Holds o'er the past its imdivided reign. 
For him in vain tiie envious seasons roU 
Who bears eternal summer in his soul. 
If yet the minstrel's song, the poet's lay. 
Spring with her birds, or children at their play. 
Or maiden's smile, or heavenly dream of art. 
Stir the few life-drops creeping round his heart. 
Turn to the record where his years are told, — 
Count his gray hairs, — they cannot make him 
old ! Tm Old Playsb. 

24. Laurence Stemey 1713. 

We all have to assume a standard of judgment in 
our own minds, either of things or persons. A man 
who is willing to take another's opinion has to ex- 
ercise his judgment in the choice of whom to follow, 
which is often as nice a matter as to judge of things 
for one's self. tkb Autocrat or thb Bbxaktast-Tablb. 
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NOVEMBER 25-28 

. 25. Lope de Vega, 1562. 
O Father I grant thy love divine 
To make these mystic temples thine ! 
When wasting age and wearying strife 
Have sapped the leaning walls of life, 
When darkness gathers over all, 
And the last tottering pillars fall, 
Take the poor dust thy mercy warms, 
And mould it into heavenly forms ! 

Thb Liyino Tbhplb. 

26. Empress Marie Fe'odorovnaj 18^1, 
" Self-made " is imperfectly made, or education 
is a superfluity and a failure. 

Thb Atttocrat of thb Brbaktabt-Tablb. 

27, Frances Anne Kemhle, 1809. 
What though of gilded baubles he bereaves us, 

Dear to the heart of youth, to manhood's prime ; 
Think of the calm he brings, the wealth he leaves us, 
The hoarded spoils, the leg^ies of time ! 

Thb Iron Oatb. 

28. Washington Irving died^ 1859. 
How prosaic the great city of New York would 
look but for the pen of Dietrich Knickerbocker ! 
Under its magic charm the Bowery itself is still 
fragrant with the flowers of its Arcadian summers. 
Blessed be the memory of the writer who helped 
to teach us that we have a country, and showed us 
that we were to have a literature of our own. 

Ibyino^s Powbb or Idbalizatxon. 
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NOVEMBER 29-DECEMBER 1 

29. Sir Philip Sidnei/y 1554. ■ 
The ever youthful presence of the man himself 
rather than the recollection of his writings takes 
possession of as. Sidney, the Bayard of England, 
<*that glorious star . . . bom into the world to 
show unto our age a sample of ancient virtue." 

On& HUNDRKO DATS IN SiTBOFB. 

Our honest Puritan festival is spreading, not, as 
formerly, as a kind of opposition Christmas, but 
as a welcome prelude and adjunct, a brief interval 
of good cheer and social rejoicing, heralding the 
longer season of feasting and rest from labor in the 
month that follows. Ths Sbasons. 

30. Jonathan Swifts 1667. 
Thanksgiving is the winding up of autumn. The 
leaves are off the trees, except here and there on a 
beech or an oak ; there is nothing left on the 
boughs but a few nuts and empty birds* nests. The 
earth looks desolate, and it will be a comfort to have 
the snow on the ground, and to hear the merry 
jingle of the sleigh-bells. trk Sbasons. 

DECEMBER 

1. Alexandra^ Princess of Wales, 1844. 

Time that brings 
An end to mortal things. 
That sends the beggar Winter in the train 
Of Autumn's burdened wain. Stkn-Somo. 
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DECEMBER 2-4 

2. Richard Montgomery, 1736. 
Sun of our life, thy quickening ray 
Sheds on our path the glow of day ; 
Star of our hope, thy softened light 
Cheers the long watches of the night. 
Our midnight is thy smile withdrawn ; 
Our noontide is thy gracious dawn ; 
Our rainhow arch thy mercy's sign ; 
All, save the clouds of sin, are thine ! 

A Smr-DAT Hymn. 

3. Sir Frederick Leighion, 1830. 

Books are the negative pictures of thought, and 
the more sensitive the mind that receives their im- 
ages, the more nicely the finest lines are repro- 
duced. Thb Autocrat of the Bbbaktast-Tablb. 
4. Thomas Carlyle, 1795. 

Carlyle did not show to as much advantage under 
the Boswellizing process as the dogmatist of the 
last century, dear old Dr. Johnson. But he remains 
not the less one of the really interesting men of his 
generation, — a man about whom we wish to know 
all that we have a right to know. 

The long-suffering, much - laboring, loud -com- 
plaining Heraclitus of his time, whose very smile 
had a grinmess in it more ominous than his scowl. 
. . . Poor man ! — for all his complaining must 
have meant real discomfort, which a man of genius 
feels not less certainly than a common mortal. 

OUB HUHDRBD DAYS IN SUBOPB. 
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DECEMBER 5-8 

5. Mozart died, 1791. 

Our brains are seventy-year clocks. The Angel 
of Life winds them up once for all, then closes the 
case, and gives the key into the hand of the Angel 
of the Resurrection. 

Tmi AVTOCSAT or THK BSBliETAST-TABLS. 

6. Malesherhes, 1721. 

The great minds are those with a wide span, 
which couple truths related to, but far removed 
from, each other. Logicians carry the surveyor's 
chain over the track of which these are the true ex-. 

plorerS. THB KXJTOCKLT or THB BaBAKrAgT-TABLB. 

7. AUan Cunningham, 1784. 
Youth longs and manhood strives, but age remembers, 

Sits by the raked-up ashes of the past, 
Spreads its thin hands above the whitening embers 
That warm its creeping life-blood till the last. 

Thb Ibon Gate. 

8. Lady Anne Barnard, 1750. 
A coin, a ring, a string of verses. These last, 
and hardly anything else does. Every century is 
an overloaded ship that must sink at last with most 
of its cargo. The small portion of its crew that 
get on board the new vessel which takes them off 
don't pretend to save a great many of the bulky 
articles. But they must not and will not leave be- 
hind the hereditary jewels of the race. 

Tus Port at thx BBiAxrAsr-TABLa. 
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DECEMBER 9-12 
9. John Milton, 1608. 
An artist that works in marble or colors has them 
all to himself and his tribe, but the man who moulds 
his thought in verse has to employ the materials 
vulgarized by everybody's use, and glorify them by 
his handling. Read your Milton and see what 
training, what patient labor it took before he could 
shape our common speech into his majestic har- 
monies. Thb Post at thb Bbxaktast-Tablb. 

10. T. H. GaUaudet, 1787. 
If the wild filly " Progress " thou wouldst ride. 
Have young companions ever at thy side ; 
But, wouldst thou stride the stanch old mare " Suc- 
cess," 
Go with thine elders, though they please thee less, 

A Rhtmeo Lksson. 

11. Hector Berlioz, 1803. 

There is infinite pathos in unsuccessful author- 
ship. The book that perishes unread is the deaf 
mute of literature. The great asylum of Oblivion 
is full of such, making inaudible signs to each other 
in leaky garrets and unattainable dusty upper 
shelves. Tot Guabdun Angku 

12. John Jay, 1145. 

Young people who fall out of Kne through weak- 
ness of the active faculties are often confounded 
with those who step out of it through strength of 
the intellectual ones. Elbib Ybwsb. 
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DECEMBER 13-15 
13. Arthur Penrhyn Stanley^ 1815. 
The laboring classes, — so called in distinction 
from the idle people who only contrive the ma- 
chinery and discover the processes and lay out the 
work and draw the charts and organize the various 
movements which keep the world going and make 
it tolerable. The organ-blower works harder with 
his muscles than the organ-player, and may perhaps 
be exasperated into thinking himself a downtrodden 
martyr because he does not receive the same pay 
for his services. thb Pobt at thr Brkaktast-Tabijb. 

14. Agassiz died, 1873. 
How does vast Nature lead her living train 
In ordered sequence through that spacious brain. 
As in the primal hour when Adam named 
The new-born tribes that young creation claimed ! — 
How will her realm be darkened, losing thee, 
Her darling, whom we call our Agassiz I 

At thx Satubdat Club. 

15. Ezra Stilesy 1727. 
With all its inconveniences, winter is a cheerful 
season to people who are in comfortable circum- 
stances and have open fireplaces. ... I have seen 
respectability and amiability grouped over the air- 
tight stove ; I have seen virtue and intelligence 
hovering over the register ; but I have never seen 
true happiness in a family circle where the faces 
were not illuminated by the blaze of an open fire- 
place. Thx Skabohs. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



DECEMBER 16-19 
16. Jane AusteUy 1775. 
One kindly deed may turn 
The fountain of thy soul 
To love's sweet day-star, that shall o'er thee bum 
Long as its currents roll ! the Pbomisx. 

17. John Greenleaf WhtUier, 1807. 
And the wood-thrush of Essex, — you know whom 

I mean. 
Whose song echoes round us while he sits imseen, 
Whose heart-throbs of verse through our memories 

thrill 
Like a breath from the wood, like a breeze from 

the hill. For WHrmBa'a Sevbntibth Birthday. 

18. Charles Wesley, 1708. 
If your name is to live at all, it is so much more 
to have it live in people's hearts than only in their 
brains I I don't know that one's eyes fill with tears 
when he thinks of the famous inventor of loga- 
rithms, but a song of Bums's or a hynm of Charles 
Wesley's goes straight to your heart. ' Tiw Pobt. 

19. John Ware, 1795. 
A whiter soul, a fairer mind, 

A life with purer course and aim, 
A gentler eye, a voice more kind. 
We may not look on earth to find. 
The love that lingers o'er his name 
Is more than fame. 

Ik Mbmory or John and Robert Ware. 
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DECEMBER 20-22 

20. John Wilson Croher, 1780. 
Every scholar should have a book infirmary at- 
tached to his library. There should find a peace- 
able refuge the many books, invalids from their 
birth, which are sent " with the best regards of the 
Author " ; the respected, but unpresentable cripples 
which have lost a cover ; the odd volumes of hon- 
ored sets which go mourning all their days for their 
lost brother ; the school-books which have been so 
often the subjects of assault and battery, that they 
look as if the police court must know them by 
heart. The Pobt at thb Bbbajcfast-Tablb. 

21. Lard Beaconsfidd, 1804. 
Here comes Winter, savage as when he met the 
Pilgrims at Plymouth, Indian all over, his staff a 
naked splintery hemlock, his robe torn from the 
backs of bears and bisons, and fringed with wampum 
of rattling icicles, turning the ground he treads to 
ringing iron, and, like a mighty sower, casting his 
snow far and wide, over all hills and valleys and 
plains. * Thb Sbasoms. 

22. Landing of the Pilgrims, 1620. 
I saw in the naked forest 

Our scattered remnant cast, 
A screen of shivering branches 

Between them and the blast ; 
The snow was falling round them. 

The dying fell as fast. 

Tbm PilgbimHi Vnxov. 
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DECEMBER 23-26 

23. C. A. Sainte-Beuve, 1804. 

Lord, let War's tempest cease, 

Fold the whole Earth in peace 

Under Thy wings I 

Make all thy nations one, 

All hearts beneath the sun, 

TUl Thou shalt reign alone, 

Great King of kings ! 

Intbsnational Odb. 

24. Ahiel Holmes, 1763. 

Living, thou dost not live, 
If mercy's spring run dry ; 
What Heaven has lent thee wilt thou freely give. 
Dying, thou shalt not die I the Pbomisb. 

25. Sir Isaac Newton, 1642. 

They found the crowded inn, the oxen's shed. 
No pomp was there, no glory shone around 
On the coarse straw that strewed the reeking ground; 
One dim retreat a flickering torch betrayed, — 
In that poor cell the Lord of Life was laid ! 

A M0THBB*8 SbCBET. 

26. Thomas Gray, 1716. 
Still as the silver cord gets worn and slender. 

Its lightened task-work tugs with lessening strain. 
Hands get more helpful, voices, grown more tender. 
Soothe with their softened tones the slumberous 
brain. Th» Iboh Gatb. 
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DECEMBER 27-29 

27. Kqyler, 1571. 
I love the memory of the past, — its pressed yet 

fragrant flowers, — 
The moss that clothes its broken walls, — the ivy on 

its towers ; — 
Nay, this poor bauble it bequeathed, — my eyes 

grow moist and dim, 
To think of all the vanished joys that danced around 

its brim. on Lbkdino a Pdkch-Bowl. 

28. Macatday died, 1859. 
As a general thing, I would not give a great deal 
for the fair words of a critic, if he is himself an 
author, over fifty years of age. At thirty we are 
all trying to cut our names in big letters upon the 
walls of this tenement of life ; twenty years later- 
we have carved it, or shut up our jackknives. Then 
we are ready to help others, and care less to hinder 
any, because nobody's elbows are in our way. 

Tbm Autocrat or thb Bssaktast-Tablk. 

29. W. E. Gladstone, 1809. 
The seasons moved on in their rhythmical flow 
With mornings like maidens that pouted or 
smiled, 
With the bud and the leaf and the fruit and the 
snow, 
And the year-books of Time in his alcoves were 
piled. Thb Shadows. 
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DECEMBER 30, 31 
30. George H, Lewes died, 1878. 
Oh, let us trust with holy men of old 
Not all the story here begun is told ; 
So the tired spirit, waiting to be freed, 
On life's last leaf with tranquil eye shall read, 
By the pale glimmer of the torch reversed. 
Not Finis^ but The End of Volume First / 

YssnoiA QuiNQns Rbtbobsuh. 
31. J. T. Fields, 1816. 
And so, my fellow-spectator at the great show of 
the Four Seasons, I wish you a pleasant seat through 
the performances, and that you may see as many rep- 
etitions of the same as it is good for you to witness, 
which I doubt not will be arranged for you by the 
Manager of the Exhibition. After a time you will 
notice that the light fatigues the eyes, so that by 
degrees they grow dim, and the ear becomes a lit- 
tle dull to the music, and possibly you may find 
yourself somewhat weary, — for many of the seats 
are very far from being well cushioned. . . . There 
are no checks given you as you pass out, by which 
you can return to the place you have left. But we 
are told that there is another exhibition to follow, in 
which the scenery will be far lovelier, and the 
music infinitely sweeter. Dear reader, I thank thee 
for thy courtesy, and let me venture to hope that 
we shall both be admitted to that better entertain- 
ment, and that thou and I may be seated not far 
from each other I Thb Sbamns. 
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